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KING RICHARD 

THE THIFP- 



Contayning his treacherous Plots againft 
bisbrother Clarences Tbepittifull murder of his innocent 
Nephewes : his tyrannicall Vfurpation : with the whole 
r cotirfeofhis detefied life, andmoft 

defended death . 

As it hath been lately A&ed by the Kings Maieflics 

Seruants. 








Enter Richard Duke of GlouceFter, folw. 

OW is the winter of difcontenr, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonneof Yorkei 
And all the cloudes that lowr'd vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bofomeof the Ocean buried. 

Now arc our browes bound with vidorious wreathes, 
Ourbruifed armcs hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang'd to mcrrie meetings, 
Ourdreadfull marches to dclightfull pleafures, 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now mftead of mounting barbed fteedes, 

To fright the foules of fearefull ad uerfarfts, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To thelafciuious pleading of a Ipue. 

But 1 that am not fharpe of fportiue trickes, 

Normadeto court an amorous looking GlalTe: 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want l<we-s Maieftie, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

Ithat amcurtaild of this fairc proportion. 

Cheated offeature by diiTembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfini(ht,fcnt before my time 
Into this brcathingworld halfemade vp. 

And that fo lasnely and vnfalhionable. 

That dogs barkeat me as I halt by them: 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to palle away the time, 

VnlelTetofpiemy (liadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mineowne deformitie: 

And therefore fince 1 cannot proue a louer, 

T o entertainer heie faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue avillaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thcfe daies: 

Plots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 
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By drunken propheiies, libels and dreames, 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one again It the other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, falle and trecherous ; 

This day ihould Qarence clofely be mewd vp, 

About a Prophelie which 1 ayes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherer (hall be. 

Dine thoughts dovvne to my foule, Enter Clarence wtk 

Heetc Clarence comes, , , 

B r ot her,good d aies,w hat meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace? . , , 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafctie hath ap- 
This conduft to conuey me to the T over* (pointed 

Glo. Vpon what caufe? 

Cla. Becaule my name is Cjeorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none ot yours. 

He Ihould for that commit your good fathers; 

O belike his maieifie hath iome intent 
T hat you (hall be new chriftened intheTower, 

But what is the matter Clarence, any 1 know? 

Qa. Yea Richard when I doc know, for 1 protelt 
As yet I doe not, but as 1 can learn e, 

He hearkens after propheiies and dreames, ^ 
jtfad from the croltc-row pluckes the letter G; 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

His ilfuedifinheritcd Ihould be, 

And for my name of Cjeorge begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he ; 

Thefe as Ilearnc.and fuch like toyes as thele, 

■ Haucmouedhis HighnetTe to commit me now. 

Glo, Why this it is when men are ruldc by women, 

Tis no^the King that fends you tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clatence tis (he 
That tempts him to this extreamitie.- 
Was it not Iheand that good man of worlhip 
^Anthony Wooduile her brother there. 

That made him fend Lord tjaftings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day heis deliuercd? 

We are not fafe Qarenceywe. ate not lafe, 



of Richard the Third, 
ria. By heauen 1 thinke there is no man fecur d 
But the Queenes kindred, andnight-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and Miflrell eShoare: 

Heard yenot what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hajhngs was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo, Humble complayning to herDeitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his libertic, 
lie tellyou what, I thinke it is our way,- 
Jf we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and weare her liuerie, 

The iealous ore-worne widdow and her felre, 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 
Aremightie golfips in this Monarchy, 

Bro, I befeech your graces both to pardon me? 

His maieftie hath ftraigbtlygiuen in charge. 

That no man lhallhaue priuate conference, 

Ofwhat degreefoeuer with his brother. 

Glo . Euen fo & pleafeyour worlhip Brokenbury, 

You may partake of any thing wefay: 

Wefpeake no treafon man.we fay the King 
lswifeand vertuous,and his noble Queene 
Well ftrooke in yeares. faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

Acherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafingtongue: 

And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle tolkes.* 

Howfayyoufir,canyoudenyallthis i ' 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfchaue nought to do. 
qio. Naught to do with Miftrefte Shore, 1 tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, exceptingone, 

Were beft be do it fecretly alone. 

Bro. What one rny Lord? 

Glo , Her husband knaue, would!! thou betray me? 

Bro. 1 befeech your Grace to pardon me, and withall fot*- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (bearc 

Cla, We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey. 

Glo' We are the Queenes /^bieds and muft obey. 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

-/4nd whatfoeuer you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call King Edwards widdow filler, 

A 3 twill 
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I will performed to infranchife you, 

Mcanetime this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 
Touche&me deeper then you can imagine, 

Cla. 1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

g/i}. Well,your imprifonment fliall not be long, 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla. I mud perforce, farewell. Exit £ la, 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere returnc. 
Simple pla ne Clarence, I do louethee fo, t 
That lvMlilhortly fendthyfouleto heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But v, ho comes heere.the new dcliuered Haftingsi 
Enter Lord Hafttngs. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo, As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcometothis openaire, 

How hath your Lordlhip brookt imprifonment? 

Haft. With pati.ence(noble Lordjas prifoners mult; 

But I fliall liu e my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That were the caufe ofmy imprifonment. 

Glo, Mo doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his, 

And hauepreuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle (hould be mewed, 

While Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie, 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes Co bad abroad, as this at home ; 

The King is fickly,woake and melancholy, 

And his Phifitions feare him mightily. 

Glo. No w by St. Paul this neewes is bad indeed. 

On he hath kept an euill dictlong. 

And ouermuchconfumed his Roy all perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thoughtvpon, 

W.hatyis he in his bed* 

Haft. He is. _ , * 

Glo. Go you before,and I will follow you, Exit tiaji. 
Hecannotliuclhope.andmuft not die 
Till George be packt with port horfe vp to heauen, 

Hein to vrgehis hatred morttoflarencet wtn 




Exit 
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With lyes v.ell fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if 1 fade not in my deepeintent, 

Clarence hath not another day to Itue : 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And leaue the world for me to butlell in: 

For then He marry Www^/yongeft daughter. 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I, not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I mud reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to Market: 

Clarence dill breathes, Edward dillliues and raignes, 

When they are gone, then mud 1 count my gaines. 

Enter Lady Anne>with thc hearfeofHarrjtke6. 

Lady Anne. Setdowne,fet downe your honorableLord, 
If honor may be (hrowded in ahearfe. 

Whiled I a while obfequioufly lament 
Thevntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter. 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancafter , 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 
Beitlawfullthat I inuocatethy Ghod, 

To heare thelamentations of poore^ww. 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes : 
Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

1 poure the helpelclTc blame of my poore eyes; 

Curd be the hand that made the f atall holes, 

Curd be the heart, that had the heart to do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death ofthec : 

Then I can wilh to Adders, Spiders, T oads, 

Or any creeping venomdething thatUues. 

If euer he hauechild, abortiue be it. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whole vgly and vnnaturall afpett 

A-:r.n* UrxnoAilt mr>,li(*r at the view. 



TheTragcdie 

If $uer he haue wife, let her be mad.* 

As miferable by the death ol him. 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cbertlejv/kh your holy load 
Taken from Tanlet to be int erred there: 

|- And ftillasyouareawearie olthe waight. 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries conk. 

Enter Glofter , 

glo. Stay you that beare the coarfe,and fet it downe. 

La. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this fiend J; . .. 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

\ Glo, V illainejfet downe the coarie,or by St.? anl, 

lie make a coarle of him that difobeyes. 

• Gen, Stand backe and let the Coffin palle. 

Glo. V nmanner’d dog, ftand thou when 1 command} 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

/ Or by Saint TWjle ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you notforyou arc mortall, 

A nd mortall eyes cannot endure the diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou can ft not haue, therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charitie.be not locurft. 

La, Foule diuell for Gods fake hence & trouble vs not, 
For thou haft madethe happie earth thy hell.* 

Fil’d it with, curling cries auddeepe exdaimes. 

If thou delighwo view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this pafterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee,fcedead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afreffi. 

Blufh,bulfli,thoulumpeoffouledeformitic, 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this blood. 

From cold and emptieveynes where no blouddwels. 
Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moftvnnaturall. 

Oh God, vs hich this blood mad’ft,reuengc his death: 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft.reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murtherer dead, 
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Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke. 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hcl-gouernd armc hath butchered. 

Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charitie, 
fVhich renders good for bad , blcilings for c urfes, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 
flo beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittie, 

Glo, But 1 know none,and therefore am tio beaft. 

La, On wonderfull when dcuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Youchfafedcuinc perfection of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giuc melcaue, 
gycircumftancc buttoacquite my felfe. 

La. vouchfafe defufed infection of a man, 

Forthefc knowne cuils,but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfc. 

Glo, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La, Foiller then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

git. By fuch difpaire I ffiould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparing fhouldft thou fland excufde. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

G/o.Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and diueliffi fiaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

£*. Why then he is aliue. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lyeft. Quecne Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoaking in his blood, 

Thewhich thou once didft bend againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beate afide the poy nt. 

G/o.I was prouoked by her flanderous tongue 
Which laide their guift vpon my guiltlelTe (houlders . 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie minde. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought: but butcheryes. 

Didft thou not kill this King? Glo, I grant yet. 

B La, 
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JU.Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God graunt meto© 
Thoumaieft be damned for that wicked deed, 

Qh he was gentle, mild, and vettuous. 

GVo.The titter forthe Kmgot heauen that hath him. 

La, He is in heauen, 'where thou lhalt ncuer come, 
Glo.Ut him thanke me that holpetofend him thither, 
For he was fitter forthat place then earth. 
Zrf.Andthouvnficforany place but hell, 

Glo. Yes one place elfc,ifyouwiU heare me name it. 
Z^.Some Dungeon. Glo , \ our bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lielh 
Glo. So will it Madame, till 1 lie with you. 

La. Ihopcfo. 

GVwIknow fo, but gentle Ladie ^4nne, 

T o leaue this kind incounter of our wits, 

^nd fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is not the caufer of the time-leiTe deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
^sblamefullasthe executioner l 

La. Thcu artthecaufe,and mo ft accurft cfFea. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe ofthat effeft. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my fleepe, 
Tovndertakethe death of all the world, 

So I might reft thathoure inyourfweetcbofonae. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fliould rend that beautie from their cheekes. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could ncuer indure fweet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemifii them if 1 flood by •• 

As all the w orld is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

X<*.Blacke night ouerihad thy day,and death thy life. 
GVo.Curfe not thy felfcfaire creature, thou art both* 

La. I would I w ere to be reuenged on thee, 

Glo. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrelliuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to kelpethce to abetter husband. 
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La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo Go too,he liues that loues you better then he could. 
Name him. Glo. Plantagenct. 

La. Why w hat was hce i 

Glo* The felfefame name,but one of better naturq, 
Xr.WhetcishceJ 

Glo. Heere, Shoe fiftieth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mce? 

La. Would it were mortallpoyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Ncuer came poyfon from fo fwcctc a place, 

Xrf.Neuer hungpoyfonon a fowler toadc. 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infeft my eyes. 

C/tf.Thinc eyes fwccte Lade haue infefted mine. 

La. Would they were Baflliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

GloX would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with aliuing death: 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
shamed their afpefl: with ftore of childifli drops, 

I neuer fued to friends nor cneruie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofdc my fee : 

My proud heart fucs, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady , not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this (harpe pointed fword. 

Which if thou plcafe to hide in this true bofbme, 

Andlet the foule forth that adoreththee : 

I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroakc : 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, doe not pawle,twas I that kildyour husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me : 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face thatfet me on : Herefhelttt 

Take vp the fword againe, or take vp me. fall the floor A, 

La* Arife dilTembler,though I wilh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

GVwThen bid me kill my (elfe,and I will doe it. 

La. I haueaireadie. 
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Gb. Tulh,that was in the rage s 
Soeake it aeaine,and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Louc did kill thy Louc, 

S hall for thy louc, kill a farre truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accetfarie. 

La . I would 1 knew thy heart. 
f?/<?.Tis figured in my tongue. 

La, 1 feare me both are fall e. 

Glo. Then ncuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, putvp your (word. 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat (hall you know hereafter. 

Glo ♦ But 1 fhall liuein hope. 

La. All men I hope liue Co. 

Glo, Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. Totake,is not to giue. 

Gb. Looke how this ring incompaileth thy fi nger, 
Euen fo thy bred inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Were both of them, for both or them are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme his happineflefor euer. 

La. Whatisit? . _ . 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad deligncs 
To him that hath more caufc to be a mourner. 

And prcfcntly repaire to Crosbie place, 

Where,after I haue folcmnely enterred • 

AtChertficMonaftcriethisnobleKing, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tearcs, 

1 will with al expedient dutiefceyou 5 
For diuers vnknownercafons,l befcech you 
Graunt racthisboone. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

T o fee you are become fo penitent : 

Trelfilland Bartly,gocalong with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis morethen youdeferue : 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine 1 haue faid farewell alreadie. Exit. 
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C/tf.Sirs,take vp the courfe. 

Ser, Towards Ghertfie noble Lord i 

Glo Mo; to white Fryers ; there attend my comming. 

Was euet woman in this humour woed l Exeunt. Man* <jt°- 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne i 
lie haue her,but I will not keepe her Ion g. 

What Ithat kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extrearoeft heatc: 

With curfes in her mouth, tearcs in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by 
Hauing God, her confcicnce, and thefe barresagamftme* 
And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 
But the plaine Diuell and diirembling lookes. 

And yett to win her all the world to nothing? Hah ? 

Hath (he forgot already that brauePrincc 
Edward, her Lord,Whome I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury? 

A Tweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalit ie of nature ; 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroy all, 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And wilUbe yet debafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the golden prime of this fwccte Prince, 

And made her widdow to a wocfull bed ? 

On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity, 

On me that halt,and am vnChapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to be a beggerly denier, 

I doe miftake my perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life (he finds,although 1 cannot 
My Celfe, to be amaruadous proper man, 
lie be at charges for a Looking-glalle, 

And entertaine fome fcorc or two of tailors 
To ftudie falhions to adore ray body, 

Since I ani crept in fauour with my (elfe, 

I wlllmaintaine it with a little coft. 

But fi: (l tie turnc you fellow in his graue. 

And then rcturnc lamenting to my louc. 

Shine our fairefunne, till 1 haue bought a glatfe, 

That! may fee my IhaddowasIpatlcK Exit. 

B 3 Enter, 
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Enter Queene, Lord Rtuertand Gray. 

Ri. Haac patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieftie, 
Will foone recouer his accuftomedhealth. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Thertore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And chcare his grace with quicke and merry words, 
jQu .\ f he were dead,what would betide ofraei 
Ri. Noothcr harmebut lofte of fuch a Lord. 
j^.The loireof fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly fonne. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

j^.Oh he is yong,and his minoritie 
Is put vnto the trull of Rich. Gloucefter, 

A man that louts not rnc.nor none of you. 

<Ri.lt is concluded he fliall be Protedor ? 

Ou.lt is determined, not concluded yet. 

But fo it mu ft be if the King mifearrie, Enter r Suck i Darby. 
Gr.Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc.Good time ofday vnto your royall grace. 

Dar. God make your Maieftie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
gu . The Countelfe Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
Toyour good prayers will fcarcely fay, </*men: 
YetDarby,notwithftanding Ihcesyour wife, 

And loues not me, be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. I bcfcech you either not beleeue 
The enuious (launders of her accufers. 

Or if (he be accufcd in true report, 

Beare with her weakenelfe, which I thinkc proceeds 
From wayward licknelTe,and no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you theKingto day my Lord Darby ? 

Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
Camefrom viiiting his Maieftie. 

^.What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
5*c.Madame,good hope, his gracefpeakes chearfully. 
^«.God graunt him health, didyou confer with him i 
.ffw.Madam we did.* He delires to make attonement 
Betwixt theDukeof Glocefter and your brothers, 
^fndbetwxt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

mWna 
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And fent to warnc them ot his royall prefence. 

Qu. Would all were wcll,but that will neuer be. 

Beare our happinefle is at the higheft. Enter gUceJIer. 

C/o,They doe mcwrong,and 1 will not indure it. 

VVho are they that complaines vnto the King i 
That I forfooth am Herne loue them not : 

0y whoiy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his eares with fuch dilfentious rumors : 

Becauie I cannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth , decciuc and cog, 

Puckcwith French nods, and apilh courtefie, 

I mud be held a rankerous. enemie. 

Cannot a plainc man liuc and thinke no harme, • 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
Byfilken (lie infinuating lackes ? 

Ri.To heme in thisprefencefpeakesyour grace? 
qia , To thee that haft nor honeflie nor grace. 

When haue I iniured thee, when donethee wrong, 

Or thee, or thee, or any of your fadion ? 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue better then you would wilh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

Butyeu mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

^.Brother of Glocefter, you miftake the matter 5 
The King of his owne royall difpfition, 

And not prouokt byanyfuterelfe, 

Aymingbelifce at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward adions fhewes it felfc, 

Againft my kindred, brother,andmy felfe : 

Makes him to fend.that thereby he may gather 
The grounds ofy our ill will, and to remoue it. 

G/o.Icannot tell, the world is grownefo bad, 

Thatwrens may prey where Eagles dare not pearcb. 

Since euery Iacke became a Gentleman 
There’smanya gentle perfon madcalacke. 

_ j^.Come, come, we know your mcaningbrother Glo. 

1 ou enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt wc neuer may haue need ofyou. 

C/oJVlcane time,God grant that we haue need ofyou,^ 



ThcTragcdie. 

Our brother isimprifoned by your meaner, 

My felfe difgraccd^nd thcNobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotion* 

Are daylygiuen to enoble thofe, 

That fcarce fome two dayes fmee were worth a noble, 

^.By him that raifde me to this careful! height, 

From that contented hap which 1 enioyed, 

1 ncuer did incenlehisMaieftie 
A galnft the Duke of Clarence, but haue becne 
An earned aduocate to pleade for him. 

JVly Lord, you doe me fliamefull iniuric, 

Falfely to draw me in thefe vilefulpeds. 

glo. You may denie that you were not the caufe. 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment, 

Riu. She may my Lord, 

Glo. She may,L. Riuers,why who knwes not fo l 
Jhe may doe more fir then denying that : 

^hemay helpe you to raany.faire preferments. 

And then denie her aydinghand therein,. 

^nd lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may ihee not ? fhe may, yeamarriemay flic, 

Riu. What marriemayfhe/ 

Glo. Whatmarry may ihe l marry with a King 
A batchcler.a handfomc ftripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

jjhi. My L. of Glocefter.I haue too long borne 
Yonr blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grolfe taunts I often haue indured. 

1 had rather be a country feruant mayd, 

Then agreat Qneene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at, E»ttr 

.Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. ^ M f r S r [ t ' 

Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God 1 befeechthee, 

Thy honour,ftate,and fcate is due to me. 

Glo. What l threat you me with telling the King K 
Tell him and fpare not,looke whatliavd, 

I will auoch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeakc,when paines arequitc forgot. ^ * 




of Richard the Third, 

Oh. Mar, Out diucl,I remember them too well, 
thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poorc fonne at T cwxburte* 
glo. Ere you w ere Queene, yea or your husband king 
1 was a pack-horfe in his grcatafFaircs. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries 
Alibcrall rewardcr of his friends .* 

To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mineowne. 

£u,M*r. Yca,and much better blo©d,then his or thine. 
Glo .In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Werefa&ious for the houfcofLancafter : 

And Riucrs.fb were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battaileat Saint Albons fiaine : 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you are : 
Witball.what 1 haue been, and what 1 am. 

£ht. Ok'ar . A murthcrous villaine,and lb ftill thou art. 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfakc his Father Warwicke, 

Yea and forfwore himfeife (which Ielii pardon.) 

Qu.Mar. Which God reuenge. 

gio.To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 

Aid for hismeede(pooreLord)heis mewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifulllike mine, 

1 am too childilh foolilh for this world. 

Qu.Mtr . Hie thee to hell for (bame, and leatie the world. 
Thou Cacodoemon, there thy kingdoraeis. 

ft. My Lord of Glocefter in thofe bufic daics. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord, our lawfullKing, 

So Ihould we now>ifyou fhould be our king. 

Glo. If ihould be? I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

little ioy(my Lord)as you fuppofc 
You ihould enioy.wcre you this countries king: 
little ioy may you fuppofc in me, 

That I enioy, being the Qtieenethcreof, 

Mar. A little ioy enioyes theQueene thereof, 

For I am lbe,and altogether ioyleilc. 



TheTragcdic 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In (haring outthat which you hauc pild from me : 

Which ofy ou trembles not that looke on me ? 

If not,that 1 being Qucene, you bow like fubic&s, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels : 

O gentle villaine,doe not turne away. 

Gfr.Foule wrinkled witch, what makft thou in my fight f 
repetition of what thou hall mard, 

Thatuili 1 make, before 1 let thee goc: 

A husband and afonne thou owed vnto me, 

And thou a kingdome, all ofyoualleagence : 

The forrow that I haue, by right is yours, 

And alithepleafures you vfurpe,ismine. 

tjlo . The curfe me noble father latde on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper. 

And with thy fcomc drewft riuers frowhis eyes. 

And then to dnetherr^gau'd the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofprettie Rutland : 

His curfcs then from bitterneiTc offoule. 

Denounc’d againd thee, are fallen vponthee. 

And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodiedeed. 

On. So iud is God to right the innocent. 

Haft.O twas the fouled deed to flay thatbabe,. 

And the mod mere ilelTe that euerwas heard of. 

^.Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
Dorf.No man but prophecicd reuengefor it. 
^.Northumberland then prefen t, wept to&e it. 
Qu.Ma. What i were you dialling all before 1 came, 
Readly to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me : 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen. 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes Ioffe, my wocfuH banifhment, 

Could all but anfwer for that peeuifli brat ? 

Cancurfes pierce the cloudes, and enter heauen ? 

Why then giuc way dull clouds to my quicke curfee : 

If not by warre, by furfet dieyour King. 

Asoyrby murder, to make him a King. Edward 



of Richard the Third. 

Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 
for Ed ward tuy fon, which was Prince of Wales, 
pie in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfc aQucene.for me that was a Queene, 

Out liuc thy glorydikc my wretched felfe : 
fong maid thou liue to wailethy childrens Ioffe, 
Andleeanother.as 1 fee thee now 
pecktin thy glorie, as thou art (laid inmine: 

Longdie thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefc, 
pieneithcr mothcr,wife,nor Englands Qucenc^ 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were danders by. 

And fo was thou Lord Had ings,when my foone 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him. 

That none ofyou may liue your naturall age. 

But by fome vnlookt accidcn t cut off. 
gio, Haue done thy charme thou hatcfull withered hag. 

And ltaue out theefday dog,for thou (halt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in (lore. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee ; 

0 let them kcepe it till thy finnes beripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thetroubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of confcience dill begnaw thyloulc. 

Thy friends fufpeft fortraytors whild thouliued; 

And take deepe tray tors for thy deared friends. 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whild fome tormentingdreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wad fealdinthy natiuitie 
The flaue of nature, and thefonne of hell, 

Thou (launder of thy mothers hcauie womb, 

Thou loathed ilfue of thy fathers loyncs. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted.&c.^ 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. Glo* Ha. 
call the not. 

Glo. Then I crie thee mercy ; for 1 had thought 

C s 




The Tragedie 

Thou h&dft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

Qu.Mar . Why fo 1 did,butlooke for no reply ; 

O let me mak e the period to my curie. 

C/o.Tis done by me and ends by Margaret. lelic, 

a a. Thus haue you breathed your curfe agamlt your 

Poore painted Qucene, v atne flourilh ot my for- 
VVhy ftrewft thou fuger on that botled fpider, (tunc: 
Whofe deadly web infnarcth thee about? 

Foole fookjthou whetft aknife to kill thy kite, 

Thetime will come when thou (halt with tor me, 

To helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunchoackt toa e. 

Hafi. Falfc boad ing woman, end thy trantick curie. 

Leal! to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 
< 9 «.cJW.Foulefhamevpon you, you haue all mou dmine. 

Ri. Were you well ferud you would be taught your duty. 
Ou Ala. To ferue me well, you all ihould doeme dune, 

Xeach me to be your Queene,and you my fubwfts ; 

O ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutic. 
Dorf.Difpute not with her,(he is lunatique. 

Oh. At, Peace maifter Marquetfe.you are malapert. 

Your fire-new ftampeof honour is fcarce currant • 

O that your young nobilitiecould iudge. 

What i were to loofe it and be miferable ? 

They that ftand high.haue thany blafts to (hake them. 

And if they fall they daih themfelues to peeces. 

Glo . Good counfell marry, learne it.lcarne it Marques. - 
Do^.Ittoucheth you(my Lord)as much as me. 
(y/o.Yea,and much more, but 1 was borne fo high. 

Our aiery buildeth intheCacdatstop, 

And dallies with the windc.and fcomes the iunne. 

Gu.Ata. A nd turnes the Sunne to lnaoc,alas,alas, 
Witnes myfunne,now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outfhini ng beames,thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkenelTefoulded vp: 

Your aicric buildeth in our aeiries ncaft. 

O God that feeft it^doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 

Rftckjtinie donefor fhame, ifnot for chantic. 
guMV rge neither diaritie nor fhame to me, . ^ 
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of Richard the Third. 

vncharitably with me haue you dealt, , 

V l J fl ia mefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

Mv charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

Vj n( j i n m y (hame ihatl liue my forrowesrage, 

^jj 4 ^ e O°pnnccly Buckingham, IwiUkilTcthy hand, 
inline ot league and amitie with thee : 

Now faire befall thec,and thy princely houfe, 

Thv garments are not 1 potted with our blood, 

Northou within the compaife of my curfe. 

<v H( l Nor no one here, for curfes neuer palle _ 

The lips of them that breath them in the aire. ■ 

Qu-MaWt not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 
e^nd there awake Gods gentle ileeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when he fawties, he bites,and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle tbeeto death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him: 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Gto . What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham . 

Buck- Nothing that I refped: my gracious Lord 1 , 
ffl Ma. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
ifndioothd the diuell that 1 warne thee from t « W 

0 butrememberthis another day. 

When he (hall fplit thy very heart with forrowy - - 
tAnd fay poorc Margaret was a Prophetelle : 

Liue each of you, the fubiedls of hishatc, 
t^nd he to you, and aill of you to Gods. • exit. 

Haft.My haire doth ftand on end to heare her curies. 
W«.^ndfodoth minc,l wonder Ihees at libertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too muchwrottgtfnd 1 repent 
My part thereof that I haUtidonc , 

Haft.] neuer did her any to'my kngwledge. 

Gl ». But you haue all the vantage of t hts wrong. 

1 was t6o hot to doe fomebody good, 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: o' 1 ' 

Marry asfor Clarence, hciswellrcpaid, J ' ' J ' 

C 5 Hc 



TheTragedie 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paincs, ' 

God pardon them that are the caufe of itv 
Riu.A vertuous and a Criftianlike conluflon. 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

gio. Sq do 1 cucr being well aduifed. 

For hadIcurft,now I had curft my felfe. 

Catf Madame, his maieftie doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace: and you my noblcLord. 

Catsby ,wc come. Lords will you goe with vs, 
j^TMadame, wc will attend your GtK£>Exeu»t<JMa£l « 4 
Glo*\ doe thee wrong,and firft began to braule. 

The fecret mifchicfc that I fct abroach, 

Ilay vntothe gricuous charge of others • 

Clarence, whome I indeed haue laid itidarkenelle ; 

1 doe bewecpe to many Ample guls: 

Namely to Haftings, Darby , Buckingham, 

And (ay it is the Queene,and her allies u 

That ftirrethe K.againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeueme,and:withallwhct me 
To be reuenged on Riuers,V aughan, Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece of feripture, 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe good for euul : 

And thus Icloath my naked villanie 

With old od endsjftolnc out of holy writ, 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I play theDiucll. _ 

But (oft here comes my Executioners. Enter Executioners. 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to defpatcb, this deed ? , , . . 

Exe.We arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 

That we may be admitted where he is. , 

Glo. It was well thought v pon,I haue it heerc about me. 

When you hauedone,repais«o£fosbie place: 

But (irsjbcfuddaine in the exgjjtfion •’ 

Withal, obdurate : doe not bcate pleade, ( , 

For Clarence is well lpoken, and perhaps 

May moueyour hearts to pittie if you marke hi ii^. 

£*<?.Tu(h,feare not, my Lord we will not ftand to prate. 
Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

Wc come to vfe our hands and not out tongues. 




of Ridhard (he Third* 

ri Your eyes drop milflohes,when fooles eics drop tears 
Wkeyou Lads, about your bufinelle. i Exemt. 

1 Enter Clarence Erokenbary t ' 

Bto. Why lookesyou Qrace lo heauily to day f 
c ii Oh, 1 haue paft amiierable night. 



Aid in my company my brother Glocefter, ... s - 
Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 

Vpon the hatches, there welooked towards England, 

^nd cited vp a thoufand fearefull times. 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen v s j as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter. ftumhUd,and in ftumbling 
Suooke me(that thought to flay him) ouer-boord 

Into the tumblin g b illowes of the maine. 

Lord,Lord,nie thought what paine it was todrowne, 

What dreadful! noyfe of water in mine cates. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, •< 

Wedges of gold, great Anchors, heapes of pearlc, 
Ineftiuiable ftones,vnvalued iewels, 

Somelay in dead mens fculs,and in thofc holes 
Whereeyes di J once inhabite, there were crept 
As twere in fconie pf eyes,refledmg gems. 

Which wade the flimie bottome of the deepe. 

And rnockt t he dead bones that lay fcatter ed by . 

Bro. Had you filch leifure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe? 

Cla. Me thought I had : for ftill the enuioys flood 
Kept in aiy foule.and would not let it foorth, 

T o kcepc the empti^vaft,and wandring ay re, ^ 



So full of vgly fights, of gait y ureames: 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

] would not fpend another fuch a night* 

Though t were to buy a world of happie dayes. 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Bra. What wasyour dreame i 1 long to neareyou tell i 



it. 



TbeTragedic. 

But (mothered it within my panting bulke. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the lea. 

Broki A waktyou notwiththisioreagonici 
CUr.O no, my dreame waslengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft of my loule. 

Who pall (mcthought)themelancholyflood. 

With that grim ferrunan which Poets wtite of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night: 

The firft that there did grefcte my ftranger foule, 

Was my great father in Uw, renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what fcourge for periurie 
Canthisdarke monarchieafford falfe Clarence ? 

And (o hevamlht: Then came wandring by , 

A (h ado w like an Angcll.in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqucakt out aloud, 

Clarenceis come.falfe, fleeting, periurd Clarence* - - ( 

That ftabd roe in the field by Texwbune : <.•*»«** 

Seaze on himfuries,takc hinno your torments,- 
With that me thoughta legion of foule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 

Suchhidious crics,that with the very noife, 

I trembling, wakt, andfor afeafonafter. 

Could not bcieeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible imprelfton made the dreame. 

Brok.No maruell(my Lord)though it affrighted you, \ 

I promife you, lam afraid to hearc you tell it. 

Cla.Q Brokenburie, l haue done thofe things, 

Which now bearecuidcnceagainft my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites roc. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauie,and I faine would fleepe. 

Brokfl will(my Lord) God giue your grace good reft, 

Sorrow breakes feafons,and repofing howers 
Makes the night morning, and thenoonctide night. 

Princes haue but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inv\ ard toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination. 

They often feeleaworldof reflleiTe cares t 
So that betw ixt your titles,and low names, 



of RichattStbc TtAd. 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherer tenter. 

In Gods name what are you,and how cameydtf hithetj . 
Axc.Iwould fpeakewith Clarence, &I came hither on my 
Bro. Y ea.are y e fo briefe * (leg*) 

2. Exe. O fir, itisbctter be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him onr Commiflion,talke no more. He rttdtth it • 
Brr. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of ClarenCeto your hands,' J 
. I will not reafon what‘i$ meant thereby 
fiecaufc I will be guilt leffc ofthe meaning .* . ' " 

Heereare the keyes, there fits the Duke a fleepe f , 

Iletohis Maicftie and cerd fie his Grace, j" ' 

That#hus I Haue refignd my place to ydii, J eM 

Ext. Do fo,irt* a poynt of wifetfdtne. - ' 

t. What ihatt-we flab himashefliipes? ' ^ r ' % . u j 

t. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
whevttwak*M'>-- 
j. When he wakes. 

Why fdole dkjr,. ‘ A 

i. Why then he will fay we ftabd him fleeping. , . ' 
a^Thevrging of that wbrtHudgcraeflt, hath bred 
^kmdofrcmorfe in me. ' ‘j," ",1, .o’/ 

aity$i«tartthou afraid ? 

l.Not to kiU'hiittftauing a warrant' for it,bu t to be damnd 
For kiUing^m,from which nbwaiffaht'ci'n defend vs. 
i . Backe to the Duke of Glbif er, tell him fb. 
a. I pray thee ftay a while, I hope rriy Holy humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while ond would tdl.xx. 
i . How doft thou feclc thy felfenow ? (tpe 

t. Faith fame certaine dreg* ofcopfcience areyet witfiin 
i. Remember our reward w hen the deedis done. ^ \ , 
a. Zounds he dies,! had forgot the reward, 
i. Whereisthyconfcicncenowt 
i. IntheDukeofGlofters purfe. 
i.S’o when he opens his purfc to giueys our reward. 

Thy confcicnce flic* out. 

a . Let it goe.thc^s'few , or none wiU interline it. 

i. How if it come tot hee aeiinet 



Ifc«Tragedie ; - 

3, He not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward, A man cannot fteale. 

But it accufeth il»m,hccannot fteale but it checks him ? s \i 
He canjibe lif neig 1 j^bpnrs ; vv if e out it deters' 

J^^itts ablufhmg fhamefaft fpuit that mutinies Y 
Tn ; a mantboiome : it fiispnefullof' obftaclcs, 

It mademeonceieftorc a pteceof gold that i found, 
ltbeggersany m^fljat kcepcsit: itisturndoutofall 
Townes and Cities for, a dangerous thJng,and'euery 
Man that meanes toiiuc weli,end»uours to truft 
To himfelfe,and tp liue without it. -• 

i. Zounds, it is jeuen nqw at my elbow, perfwading me 
Not to kill t: . e Du k ?. 

»♦ T ake the deqtji in thy min4e>and belecuohiinnot, 

He would infinuate yyitlj thee to make theeijgh. 

i. T ut.l am ftroog in fraud, he cannot prcuaile with me, 

I warrant thee. 

> i. Stood like a tall fellow that refpefts his reputation. 
Come (hall we to this geare l . ; »U >■' . • ■ ' ,t t 

i. Take him ouer the coftatd with. the hiltsofrhy (word. 
And th # en we will cbop bim;in,the M^fey-butinthe next 
a. Oh excellent deuicc, make a foppeof him,. (roomt: 
i.Harkc,be ftirs, llialll’ftrike? 
a. No, fir ft lets rcafon with him. ^'/d.AvA^thi 

C/a. Where artthcu Keeper, giuc me acup of wine. 



" C/<*. Thy vpyce ii thunder, but thy lookesarc humble. 
i.Myvdycei's no.v the Kings, my lookesroine owne. : 
C/a. How darkcly and how deadly dooftthcu fpcakfii - « 

T ell me, who afe jfou - ? wn^tfoxeXQmcyou hitheri* 7 
Am.To, to, to. ' f 

C 7 <*.Tomurtherme? Am.l . 

■ c/^.You fcarc ely hauethe heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore can not hapet^ehearts to doe it, 

Wherein by friends hauei offended you? offnd 

— 



i I o‘u lhall naue wintepougi^my 4,©. anonp. 

C/X. In Gods name, what art, thou ; 

pL Bjiif not as I , -,i *r.c ' tu ; 

t . Nor von as\\ e arc,lbvalL 
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of Richard thcThirii 

i. Offended vs you haue not, but the King. : ; iH 

Cla. I (li all be reconciled to him againe. - > • » o i 

j. Ncuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. • 

Ctar.tA' re you cald forthfrom out a world of men 

To flay the innocent ? \Hiatis my offence? 

Where are the euidencc to accufe me ? 

What lawful queft haue giuentheirverdidvp 
Vnto the frowning ludge, or who pronounc’d 
The bitter fentencc of poore Clarence death, 

Before 1 be conuid by courfe of law? 

Tothereatcn me with death i&moft vnlawfall ; 
f charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts deare blood (lied for our greeuou»fiwnwi. i! f >5 

That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vodertake is damnable. 

1. Wnat wc will doe.wc do vpon command. ■ O 

2 . And he that hath commanded h the King. - 1 i 
Qa. ErroneonsvalTaile, the great Kingof Kings,' 

Hath in his Tables of his. Law commanded. 

That thou (halt doc no murt hcr,and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edtft,andfulfill a mans ? ’ . 

Take heed, for he holdes vengeance in his hands, 

To hurle vpon their heads that breakehis Law. 

2. tx/nd that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee* • 

For falfe forfwearing and for murther too? 

Thou did ft recciue the holy Sacrament * ; 

To fight in qttarrell of the houfe of Lain carter. 

1 . tsfnd like a traitor to the N ame of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trechcrous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soucraignes fonne, 

2. Whome thou wert fwornc to cheriih and defend, 
i. How canft thon vrgeGods dreadful! law to vs, 

When thou haft broke it in Co deare degree l 
CU. Alasjfor whofe fake did 1 that ill deed ?, 

For Edward, for my brother, for his fake: 

Why fir s,he fends ye nocto murder me for this# 

Forint his fin he is asdecpeasl. 

If God will be reuengedfor this deede. 

Take not the quarrell from his p®w«fiittirmfl# 

D * He 
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He needs no indireift nor law full eon rfe. 

To cut off thofe that haueoffended him, 
i* Who madethee then a bloody roinifter, 

When gallant fpringjbraue P lanUgntt, - 
The Princely Noutce was ftroofce dead by thee. v . 

C/ 4 . My brothers loue.the Deuill, and my rage, 

I .Thy brothers jotte* the Deuill, and thy faith, 

Haue broughtvs hitherirowito murther thee. 

C4t.Oh, if you louc brother, hatenot me, 

I am his brother, and 1 lout him well • 

If you be hirdefoir n6ed,goel^cke againe, 
vfndl willfendyouhowy^^her Glocdter, > 

Who wilteewardiyou'bcttcr for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

*.You are deceiu’d,y®uT brother Glocefter hates you. 

C/a. Oh no, he loues me and he hold® me deare, ‘ 

Goyou to hiiuifrB&i men 
Am. I/owewiii. 

C/ 4 . Tell himjwhen that our Princely father Yorke, ! > 

Blcft his three fonnes with his victorious at me .* 

And chargd vs from hiafoidc to loue'each other. 

He little thoughtof this diuided friendfliip. 

Bid Gloceflcr thinkeonthis,andhewillweep e » 

Am. I, 9 iiUloncs,as helellbned vs to weepe. 

C/a. O, doe not Hander him for he is kind, 
i .Right, as fnow in hacBeft,tboo decetuft thy fclfe, 

T is he that feot.vs.liithdrnow t© taurthef thee. 

C/a. It cannot be- k for whch I parted with him, 

He hugd me io his anncs,and fworc with fobs. 

That he would labour mydeliuerie. 

a. WhjTo hedotb, now he delitiers thee 
From this worlds thraldome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
i . Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord. 

C/a. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

T o counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yetto thy owne fowle fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with Godformurtheringme i 
Ah firs confider,he that fet you on 
To docthis deedeywill hate you for this deed c, 

- - - 2, What 
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• What fhall we doe? 

C/a. Relent, and fauey our ioules. 

i. Relent, tiscowardly, andwomanilh. 

Cla Not to relent, is beaftly,fauagc,and diueluh. 

My ft icnd,l fpie fomc pittle in your lookes ; . 

Oh d thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me : 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the nextroomc. 

A bloodie deede,and defprately performd, 
Howfainelike Pilate would 1 wafh my hand, 

Ofthis moft gricuous guiltic murder done. 

i Why doeft thou not hclpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke fhall know how flacke thou art. 

2.1 would he knew that 1 had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee, and tell him wha: Ifay, 
fori repent me thatthe Duke is flainc. 

i . So do not I, goe coward as thou art . 

Now muft 1 hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke takeorder forhisburialb 
[ And when I hauc my meed I muft away, 

Pot this will out, and here I muft not flay. Exeunt, 

Enter King, 9ueene,Haftings yKiuers, &c. 

King. So, now 1 hauc done a good dayes worke, 

You peercs continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expeft an Etnbalfagc 

From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence 
And now in peace my foule fhall part to heauen. 

Since I hauc fet my friend at peace on earth • 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 

Diftemblenot your hatred, fweareyourloue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging nate, 
And with my hand Ifeale my true hears loue, 

RUft. So thriue 1 as I fwcare the like. 

JCwg.Takc heede you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
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Haft. So profper 1 , as I fweare pcrfetftlouc. 1 

Riu, And 1 as 1 louc Haftings with my heart. 
JKi».Madamc,y ou r f elfe are not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonuc Dorfet, Buckingham, noryou, 

You haue beenfa&ious one againft the other : 

Wife, loue Lord Haftings, let him kille your handy 
e^fnd what you doe,dottvnfainetlly» 

j£*,Here Haftings, 1 will ncuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fothriue I and mine. 

DurTTfvus cnterchangeofloue,! hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable, 

Ha. And fo fweare 1 my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league. 
With thy embracementto my wiues allies, 

And makemehappie inyourvnitie. 

Rue. When euer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutiousloue i; t 

Doth cheriih you and yours, God punifh me ry 

With hate, in thole where 1 expedhnoft loue, t 

When I haue moft need to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Behevntome.Thisdoe I bcggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcalctoyou jr yours. 

pleating cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Js this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofterherc, 

To make the perfeft period of this peace. 

Enter Glocejhr. 

Buc. ^ndin good time here cqraes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queenc, 
And princely pceres,a happie time ofday. 

tfw.Happie indeed, as we haue (pent the day . 

Brother we haue donedeedesofeharide .* 

Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 

Betweene thefe fwelling wrong inccnfedPeercs. 

Glo. A ble^ed labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heapc,if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
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Hold mc.afoe,if 1 vnwittingly or in my rage, 
jj aue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any m thisprcfence, I ddire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to beatenmitte, 

I bate it, and deftreall good mens loue, 

Firft Madame, 1 intreaie peace ofyou, 

VVhich 1 purchafc with my dutious feruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufcn Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lod’gd bctwdene ys. 

Ofyou rr.y Lord Riucrs.and Lord Gray ofyou, 

That all without delert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earl»i, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all.* 

1 do net know that fcnglilhman aliue, 

With whomemy louleisany iotteatoddes, 

More then the inlant that is borne to night : 

1 thanke my G od for my humilitie. 

9u. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege 1 do befcechyouMaiettic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Cjlo, Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue forthis, 

Tobetbusfccmdeinthisroyallprefcnce 
Whoknowesnctthatthenoble Dukcisdead? 

You doe him iniurietofeorne his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is? 

0a. ,4ll feeing heauen.what a world is this ? 

^ar.Lookc 1 lo pale Lord Dorfct as the red? 

Dir I my g©od.Lord,and nooncinthisprcfence, 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. " ^ 

JC/m. I s Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But he(poorefoule)by your firft order dide. 

And i hat a winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardie criple bore thecountfrmaund. 

That came too Jaggc to fee him buried: 

God graut.tthat fomc lctfc noble, and lefte Ibyall, 

N eerer in bloody thoughts, but net imbloods. 

Defcrue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, - 
And yet goc currantftoro lufpition. Emr Darbh. 

‘Ear** 
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Dtr, /fboone (ray foueraigne) for my fcruicc done, 

Km, 1 pray thee peace, my foule is full of (brow. 

Dm-, I will not rife vnictlcyour highnclfe graunt. 

Km. Then fpcake at once, what it is thou demaundeft ? 

Dor. The iotfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life. 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffblkc. 

Kin, Haue I a tongue to doomemy brother* death, 

And lhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brothen flew no man, hi* fault was thought, 

And yet his puniflimen was cruel! death. 
Whofuedtomeforhira Jwhoinmyrage, 

Kneeld at my feete and bad me be aduifdc i 
Who fpakc of brother-hood ? who of loue? 

Who told me how the poore foulc did forfake 
The mightie v\ arwicke,and did fight for me i 
Whotoldmein the field by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downc, he refeued me, 

^ndfaid,deare brother, liue and be aKing? 

Who told me when wc bothlay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death.how hedid lappe me, 

L'uen in his owne armes, and gauc himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man ofyou 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvaflaiks 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d "* 

Theprecious Image of our dearc Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon, ■ ' ua ' 
And I vnitiftlytoo,muft graunt iryou. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpcake, 
NorI(vngracious) fpcake vnto myfelfe. 

For him, poore foulc .• The proudeftof ^qu all 
Haue benebcholden to him in hi* life, 

Yet none ofyou would once pleade for hislife ; 

Oh God, I fcare thy iuft ice will take holde 

Onme,and you, and mine,and your for this. (Ex*t. 

Come Haft ings,helpc roe to my clofet , oh poore Clarence 
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C^.This is the fruit of rawnelfc .• markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Qaeene, 

Lookt palewhen theydid heareofGlarencc death. 

Oh, they didvrge it (till vnto the King, 

Cod will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 
Enter Dutches ofYorke with Qarence Children. 

Jtfy.Tcll me good Granam, is our father dead t 

DM . No boy. (breaft 

tSer.Why do you wring your hands and beatcyour 
Andcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne i 

Girle.Why do you lookeon vs and (hake your head ? 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaics, 

If that our noble father be aliue ? 

Dut.My prittie Cofcns, you miftake me much, 

Ido lament the ftckneile of the King : 
e^sloth to loofe him,now your fathers dead.* 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that's loft. 

'Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead., 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effeft. 

Dut, Peace children peace,the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and fhallaw innocents, 

You cannot gclle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Glocefter 
Toldme.thc King prouoked by theQueenc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprilon him ; 

And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheekes, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dnt. Oh that deceit (hould ftealcfuch gentle flupes, 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is,niy fonne.y ea and therein my fliame; 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

•Soy.Thinkc you my Vncle did dillemble, Granam? 

Dm. I Boy. 

B»y. I cannot thinkc it,harke, what noifeis this l 
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Enterthejgueene. 

j^.Who fti all hinder n»e to waile and weepe, 

Tochide my fortune, and torment my felfe ? 
lie ioyne with blacke defpaire againft my felfe, 

A nd to my felfe beco me an encmie. 

D#r.What meanes this feeane of rude impatience i 
^.To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred i 
Why wither not the leaues.the fap being gone i 
If you will liue, lament : if die, be briefer 
That ourfwift winged foulcs may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubieft$,follow him 
To his new kingdomc of perpetually ft. 

But. Ah, fo much intereft haue I in thy forrow, 

As I had title in thy noble husband : 
lhaue bewept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely fcmblance, 
^recrakt inpeeces by malignant death. 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glafle. 

Which greeues me when I fee my fhame in him. 

Thou are a widow, yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatcht my children from mine armes. 
And plukt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Q what caufe haue I 
Then, being but motitie of my felfe, 

To ouergo tf?y plaints and drownethe cries l 
Boy , Good Aunt,ycu weept not for our fathers death, 
How can wc aide you with our kindreds tearcs l 
ijerl. Our fathcrleffe diftrelfe was left vnmoand. 
Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

£u.G iue me no helpe in lamentation, 

1 am notbarren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That Ibcing gouernd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world. • 
Oh for my husband, for my heireLo. ‘Edward, 
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Jmhe.Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence* 

But. Alas for both, both mine j Edward and Clarence. 
^.What flay had I but Edward, and is he gone ? 

Jmho. What flay had we but Clarence, and is he gone i 
‘But. What flay had I but they,and they are gone i 
G£u, Was neucr widow, had fo dearealofTe. 

Ambo. Was euer Orhpanes had a*dearcr lolfe i 
Dut.VJis euer mother had a dearer lolfe? 

Alas, I am the mother of thefc moanes, 

Their woes are parceld,mine are gcnerall: 

She for Edward wecpes,and fo d o I : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not fhe .• 

Thefe babes for Clarence wecpe,and fo do I : 

1 for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me three-fould diftreft. 

Powrcall your tearcs,! ana your forrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter (jlofter.with 
67a. Madame haue comfort.all ofvs haue caufe ethers . 

To waile the dimming of our (hining ftarre : 

But nonec&n cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Gracc,humbly on on my knee 
Icraucyou blcfling. 

But. God blelle thee, and put meekeneife in thy mindc, 
Loue, charitie, obedience, and true duty. 

&b.Amen,make me die a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blcfling.* 

1-tnarucll why her grace did leaucit out i 
BuckfXou cloudy Princes, and heart forrowingPceres, 
That bcarc this mutuall heauie load of moane, 

Now cheare each other, in each others loue.* 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We arc to reape the harueft of his foone : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts. 

But lately fplinted,knit,andioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferu'd,cheri(ht,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with fome little trainc, 
Forthwithfrora Ludlow theyoung Prince be fetchi 
Hither to London, to be crownd eurKing. 
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£/o.Then be it fo .* and goe we to determine 
Who they fhall be that fhraight thal poft to Ludlow* 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go. 

To giue your cenfures in this waightie buhnelle. 

e^/'.With all our hearts ♦ Exeunt, manet Clo.Butk. 

Blueki My Lord»who euer iourneyes tothePrince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind-. 

For by the way lie fort occafion. 

As index to the ft one we lately talkt off* 

To part theQueenesproud kindred from the king* 
c)o , My other felfe.my counfels confiftorie. 

My Oracle, my Prophet,my deare Cofen : 
j like a child will goe by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not Hay behinde, Em. 

Enter two Citttzens, 

I'Cit, Neighbour well met,whither away fo fall ? 
i.Ctt.l promife you,l fcarcclv know my felfe. 
j .Heare you thenewes abroad? 

2.I,thattheKingis dead. 

i. Bad newes birlady , feldome comes the better, 

1 feare,I feare, twillprooue a troublefomc world. Enter am. 
1 ♦Ctf.Good morrow neighbours* ther CiK 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 

».l t doth. 3 .Then rnaifters looke to fee a troublous world, 
i. No, no, by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne. 

3, Woe to that land thats gouernd by achilde. 

2. In him there is a hope of geuer nmetit. 

That in his nonage, counfell vnder him, 

And in his full and ripened yeares,himfclfe, 

No doubt (hall then,and tillthen gouerne well. 

i .So flood the ftate when Harry the fixe 
Wascrownd at Paris, but at nine moneths old. 

3 .Stood the ftatefo no good my friend not fo, 

For then thisland wasfamoufly cnricht 
With politike graue counfell : then the King 
Had vcrttious V ncles t© protert his Grace* 

2, So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3«Bctter it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were noneat all : 
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Enf emulation now, who fha'l be neareft, 

Which touch vs all too neareif God preuent not, 
Ohfullof danger is the Duke of Glocefter, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 

And were they to be midland not rule, 

£u;, ficklv land might folace as before. 

Come,come,we feare the worfi, all fhall be well. 

* when clouds appeare, wife men put on their cloakes, 

When great leases fail, the winter is dt Hand : 

When the fun fets,who doth not looke for night ; 
Vntiroely ftormes make men expert a dearth; 
oilmen be well; butifGodlortitfo, 

Tis more then we deferue,or I expert. 

i .Truly the foules of men are fullof dread ; 
Yecannotalmaft rcafon with a man 
Thatlookes not hcauily and full of feare. 

i, Before the times ofchange.ftiH is it fo ; 

By a deuine inftinrt mens mindes miftruft 
Enfumg danger s.as by proofc we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boy ftous ftorme ; 

But leaue it all to God : whither away ? 

i.We are fent for to theluftice. 

3 .And fo was 1 , lie bearc you company . Exeunt. 

Enter Cardinally Dutches ofr*rke,gu.Jong Tor^e. 

Car. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoniftratford will they be to night, 

To morrow or next day they will be heere. 

Dut. 1 long with-all my heartro fee the Prince, 

1 hope he is much growne Gnce laft 1 faw him. 

j^a.But I heave no, they fay my faonne of i orke 
Hath ouertane.him inhis growth. 

Tor. 1 mother, but 1 would not haueitfo. 

But. Why, my yongCoufin it is good togrow. 
Tor.Granam,one night as we did fit at fupper, 

My V ncle Riuers talkt how I did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my VficlcGlo* 

Small hearbs hauc grace,great weeds grow apace : 

And fince me thinkesl would not grow fo Tau, 
Bccaufefwecte Bowers arc flow, and weedcs ma<e haft. 

K « £ 
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r>#f.Good faith, good faith; the fayingdid not hold, 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee ? 

He was the wrctchedtt thingwhen he was yong, 

So long a growing and lb leilurely. 

That if this were a rulc,he ihould be gracious. 

CVw.Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Dwf.lhope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tcr.Now by my troth if I had been remembred, 

I could hauegiucn my Vncles Grace a flour, (min^c. 

That fliould hauc ncerer toucht his growth then he did 
But . How my prettic Yorke 1 1 pray thee let me hcarc it. 
2V. Marry they fay.that my V ncle grew fo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old .• 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Gwnam,this would haue beene a prittie ieft. 

*But.\ pray thee prettie Yorke,\vho told thee fo? 
JV.Granam, his Nurfe. 

£>#t.Why,(lie was dead ercthou wert borne, 
rcr.lftwere not ihe,I cannot tell who told me. 

Qu. A perillous Boy : go too : you are too ftirewd. 
Car.Good Madame be not angry with the child. 

Pitchers haue eares. Enter Dorfet, 

CVu%Here comes yourfonnc,Lord Marques Dorfet, 



What newes Lord Marques? 

DonSuch newes.my Lord,asgricues metovnfold. 
j£«.How fares the Prince ? 

Z)or. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then? 

ZJonLord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are fent toPomfrct, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 
Dut.VJho hath committed them ? 

Z)<r.Thc mightie Dukes, Gloceftcr and Buck ingham- 
Ctr.Forwhatoft'ence ? 

Dcr.The fummeof all I can, I haue difclofed t 
Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

Ay me, I fee the dow nefall of our houfc, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : 
Infultingtyranniebrginstoiet 
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Vpon theinnocent and lawletfe throane : 

Welcome deftrudion.death and malTacre. 

1 fee as in a Mapp.c the end of all. 

P#t.Accurfed and vnquietwranglingdaies, 

How many of you hauc mine eyes beheld ? "V 

My husband loft his life to get thecrowne. 

And often v p and downe my fonnes were toft, 
for me to ioy and wcepe their gaine and lolTc, 

And being feated, and domeftickc broyles 
Cleanc ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfelues,blood again!! blood, 

Selfe again ft felfe.O prepofterous 

And franktice outrage, end thy damned fplecne. 

Or let me d ie to lookc on death no more. 
^«.Come,come,my boy,we will to iarufttiarie. 

Dwt.Ile goe along with you. 
j2«.You haue nocaufe. 

CarMy gracious Lady, go. 

And thither bare your treafure and your goods. 

Formy parr, lie refigne vnro your Grace, 

The Seale 1 kccpe,and fo betid to me, 

As well i tender you, and all of yours : 

Come ilecundu&you to the Sanctuarie. Exeunt , 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince, the Duke of 

(flofterytmd Buckingham , Cardinall- &c, (ber. 

Welcome fweetePri nee to London to your cham- 
G/o.Wclcomedeare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne; 

The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

PrinMo Vnclc,but our crolTes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wcarifom,and heauie : 

I want mo re Vncles here to Ivelcomc me. 

G/e.SwectcPrince, thevntainted vertue of your yeare*, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftinguifli of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew, which God he know cs, 

Scldomc or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofc Vncleswhichyou want.were dangerous. 

Your grace attended to their fugred words, 

But lookt not on the poyfon oftheir hearts r 

God 
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God kecpe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends* 
Pnn, God kecpe me from falfe friends, but they were none. 
G/o.My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greeteyou. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.God bleife your Grace, with health and happiedaies. 

pm.Ichankeyou good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ete this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a Hug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.Haft. 

Buck. And in good time here comes the fweating Lord. 
Erin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come i 
Haft. On what occalion God he knowes,not I; 

The Quecne your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sanftuarie: The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother w as perforce with-held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and pecuifh courfe 
Is this ot hers 2 Lord Cardinall.will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queeneto fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely brother prcfently ? 

If fhe denie,Lord Haftings go with them. 

And from heriealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakcoratorie 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

A non expert him hcere : but if fhe be obdurate 

To mildc entreaties, God forbid 

Wefliould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Of Melted Sanduaric : not for all this land, 

Would I be guiltie of fo great afinne. 

Buckftion are toofencelelteobftinate my Lord, 

To© ceremonious and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatnelfe of this age. 

You breakc not Sanduarie in feazing him; 

The benefit thereof is alwaics granted 

To thofc whofe dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofewho haue tnc wittoclaimetheplace. 

This Prineehath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot hawc it. 
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Then take him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there* 

Oft haue I heard of Saduaric men, 

But Sanduarie children neuer till now* 

Car My Lord, you ftialloucr-rulemy mind for once* 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you goe with me 2 
Haft. I goe my Lord. Exit. Car. & Haft * 

pri.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may. 

Say Vncle Glocefterj four brother come, 

Where fhall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 

Git. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royallfelfe.* 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnelle lliall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe and fhall be thought moft fit 
For your belt health and recreation. 

Pri.l doe not like the Tower of any place ; 

Did lulius Cajer build that place my Lord ? 

Buck. He did, my gratious Lo. begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Pm. Is it vpon record, or elfe reported 
Sueeffiuely from age to age he built it 2 
BuckftJ pon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin. Butfay my Lord it were notregiftred, 
Methinkesthe truth (liould liue from age to age. 

As twere retaild to all poftcritie, 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day. 
gio. So wifc,fo yong,they fay do neuer liue long. 

Prin. What fay you V ncle 2 

G/o.l fay, without Carafters fame liues long .♦ 

That like the formall vice,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Pm. That lulius Caftar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit let downc to make his valour liue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now heliues in fame, though not inlife .* 
lie tell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buck! What my gracious Lord 2 
7V/».And if I liue vn till I be a man, 

F 
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lie winnc our ancient right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as 1 liu d a lving. 

Clo. Short fommers lightly hauc a forward fpring. 

Enter jong York*. Hafiings, Cardwell. 

£uc. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Prw.Rtchard of 7^?. how fares our noble brother: 

Tor .Well my deare Lord : fo muft I call you now. 

‘Prin. 1 brother to our griefe,as it is yours : 

Too late lie didc that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Clo. How fares our eoufen noble ho. oC Yorke > 

Yor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

Youfaid that I die weeds arefaft ingrowth: 

ThcPrince my brother hath out growne roc farre* 

Clo.He hath my Lord. 

Yor. And therefore is he idle 
glo. Oh my fairc eoufen, I muft notfayfo. 

Tcr.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

6/c.He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Yor. I pray you V nde giue me this dagger. 

Clo. My dagger litlecoufen,with all my heart. 

Prin. A begger brother? 

7<v,0f my kind V ncle that I know will giue. 

And bcingbutatoy,which is no gift to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofen. 

Yor. A greater gift ? O thats the fword too it. 
gio.l gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

Yor.Q then I feeyou will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youlefay a begger nay. 

Glo.lt is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

G/o.Wh&t, would you hauc my weapon little Lord ? 

Yor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me* 

Glo, Mow ? Yor. Litle. 

Prin* My Lo : of Yorke will ftill be erode in talke; 

Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Yor You mean etobeareme,nottobearewithmc: 

Vncle, my brother raockcs both you and me, ^ 
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Recaufethat I amlitle like an ^pe, , 

He thinkes that you lliould beare rncon your moulders. 

Sue. With what a fharpe prouided wit he reaton*, 

To mittigate thefcornc he giue his vncle, 

Hepretelyand aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

G/o.My Lo; wiltpleafeyou palTealong ? 

My felfe and my good eoufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the T ower,and welcome you. 

Yor . What will you goe vnto the Tower my Lord ? 

Prin. My Lord Protestor will haue it fo. 

Yor . I ihallnot fleepei n quiet at the Tower. 

Glol Why what fhould you fcare ? 

Yor.fAzty my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

MyGranarn told me he was murdred there. 

‘Prin, I feare no vnclcs dead. 

C/o.Nor none that liue, I hope. 

Prin. And ifthey liue, I hope I need not feare. $ 
But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt. Prin.Y< or. Hajt/Dorfmanet. Bijh. Buc. 
5#c.rhinke you my Lo : thislitie prating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcornc you thus opprobrioufly l 
GA>.Nodoubt,no doubt, Oh tisaperilous boy. 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward,capable, 

He is ail the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bucl Well let them reft : come hither Gatesbj, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to effedt what we intend, 
c/4s elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgdevpontheway : 

What thinkeft thou, is itnotaneafie matter 
To make William L. Ptaftingso fourrnindc, 

For the mftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatetoyallofthis famous Ile ? 

Catef. He for his fathers fake Co loues thcPrince, 

That he will notbewonnccoought againft him. 

B ud What thinkeft thou then of Stanley,what will he? 
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Cat. He will doe all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buc. Well, then n© more but this : 

Go gentle fatesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings how he ftands affe&cd 
Vnto our purpofc,lf he be willing, 

Encourage him, and fliew him all our reafons : 
lfhebeleaden,Icie,cold,v«willing, 

Be ihou To too; and fo breake off your talkc. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold deuidedcounfcls, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be employed. 

G/fl.Commend me to Lord William, it U him Catesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friends for ioy ofthis good newes, 

Giue gentle Miftris Shore, one gentle kitf'e the mgre. 

Suck^, Good Catesby effed this bufinelfe foundly. 
fat. My good Lords both : with all the heede I may. 

Shall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe ? 

C^r. You (hall my Lord. Exit Catesbj ♦ 

Glo. At Crosby place, there (hall you finde vs both. 

Buck ^ Now my Lord, what (hall we do,ifweperceiue 
William Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our complots ? 

67c. Chop off bis head man/ome what we will do, 

And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hertford and the mooueables. 
Whereof theKing my brother flood potfeft. 

Buck .He claime that promife at your Graces hands. 
g/o. And looke to hauc it yeelded w'ith willingnefle. 
Com8let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may d igeft our complots in fome forme. Exeunt . 

Enter a meftenger to Lord Haftings. 

MeftWlut ho my Lord. 

Haft . Who knocks at the coorc > 

Me ft. A meflenger from the Lord Stanley. Enter L. Haft, 
Haft. Whats a clocke i 
Me ft.Vpon the ftroke offourc. 

Haft . Cannot thy maifter fleepe the tedious nights l 
AJeft.So it fliouldfeeme by that 1 hauc tofay ; 
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Firft he commends him to your noble Lord Ihip. 

Haft, And then.C^c/.txfnd then he fends you word. 

He dreamt to night, the Boare had caft his helme ; 

Befidcs he fayes, there are two counfels held. 

And that may be determined at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rew atthe other. 

Therefore he fends to know your Lordflups plcalurc 
If orefcntly you will take horfe v\ ith him, 

^nd with all fpeedc poft into the North, 

To fhunthe danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord; 

Bid him not feare the leparated councels ; 

His Honourand my felfe are at theone, 

And at theother is my feruant Catesby ; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof 1 (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow.wantinginftancie. 

And for his dreames, I wonder he is fo fond. 

To truft the mockerie «f vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the Boare purfue vs, 

Were to i licence the Boare to follow vs, 
t^nd make purfuite where hedid meanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy maiftcriifc and come tome. 

And wewill both togetherto theTower, 

Where he fliall fee the Boare will vfc vs kindly, 

MefMy graciousLord,lle tell him whatyou fay. Exit. 

Enter fate shy to L. Haftings. 

^tf.Many good morrowestomy noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby: you are early dining, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering date ? 

Ctr.Itis a reeling world indcedemyLord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richad weare the Garland of the Real me. 

Haft.YJho l w care the Garland ? doeft thou nieane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. i Crowne r 

Haft, lie hauc this crowne of mine, cut from my llioul- 
Lrc I wiil fee the Crowne fo foule mifplaftc : (ders, 

But canflthou gefle that he doth ay me at it ? 

C/tr, Vpon my life my L. and hopesto findeyou forward 
Fj Vpon 
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Vpon his party for the game thereof, i 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes ? 

That this fame very day.your enemies, 

The kindred oftheQueene,muft die at Pomfret. 

H<?y?.Indeed 1 am no mourner for this newes, 

Because they haue bccne ftill mine enemies : 

But that lie giuc my voyce on Richards fide. 

To baric my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowes I will net do it to the death. 

Qat. God keepeyour Lordlliip in thatgracious mindc. 
Haft. But I (hall laugh at this atwelmonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I liuctolookevpontheir tragedie : . 

1 tell the Catesby. ('at. What my Lord > 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

•e fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat. Tisavilethingtodiemy gratious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,andlookc not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous,and fo f als it out 
With llmers, Vaughan. Gray : and fo twill doo 
With fome menelsc,who thinke thcrafelues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
T o princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

CW.The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpeare man > 

Feareyou the Boare, and goe you iovnprouided i 
Stan. My L. good morrow .• good morrow Catesby 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

Ido not like thefefcuerallcounccls I. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deare as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life 1 do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you, but that I know ourftatcfecure, 

I would befo tryumphantas lam? 

JYd.TheLords of pomfret when they rode from London 
Were iocund,andfuppofde their Rates was fore, 
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And indeed had no caafe to miftruft .• 

Butyet youfeehow foonethe day orecaft. 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubr, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 proue a ncedletfe coward, 

But come my L.lhall we to the T ower > 

Haft. I go •* but ttay,heareyou not the newes i 
This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded, 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats .* 
Butcomemy L.let vsaway. Exit. L.Standley , & Cat. 
Hafl. Go you before, Ik follow prefcntly. 

Enter Haft mgs a Purftuant, 

Haft. Well met Haftings, how goes the world with thee i 
‘pur. T he better that it pleafeyourgood LordfliiptoasL- 
Haft. 1 tell thee fellow,tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meetet 
Then was I going prifoner to the T ower, 

Bythefuggeftion oftheQueenesafies.* 

Butnowltcil thee (kcepen to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ft ate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramcrcy Haftngs, hold fpend thou that. 

He giues him his purfe. 

P#r.GodfaueyourLordfhip. Sxit.Pur . Enter aPneft. 
Haft. What fir John, you arc well met ; 
lam beholdingto you for your laft dayes exercife." 

Comethc next Safaboth,and I v\Wcont<intyo\i.Hevhifpers 
Enter 'Buckingham. {in his care. 

Hue. How now Lord Chamberlaine,whattalkingwitha 
Your friends at Pcmfret they do need the Prieft. (prielV 

Your Honour hath no (hriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when 1 met this holy man, 
Thofcmen you talke of, came into my minde- 
What, go you to the Tower my Lord l 
Rue, I do, but long 1 (hall not flay, 

'Ilhall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. Tit like enough.for I ftay dinner there. 

I?»f.And fupper too, although thou knowh it not 
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Come, fli all wc goe along ? 

Enter Sir Rtchad Rat Itffe, with the Lord Ritters, 

Gray, and Vaughan, prifoncrs. 

Rat, Come bring forth the prifoners, 

Ritt,S\v Richard 'Byttiijfeftet me tell thee this : 

To day (halt thou behold a fubieft die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltie. 

gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you t, 
knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Ritt.Q PemfretyPomfret. O thou bloody prifon, 
fatal! and ominous to noble Peeres .* 

Within the guilty dofure of thy wallcs 
‘RirW^thelecondherewas hackt to death : 

And for more llaunder to thy difmall foule, 

W« giuc thee vp our guiltlelFe blouds to drinke. 

Gray, Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For (landing by,when Richard dabd her fonne. 

i?<«.Theu curd (he Hafimgs, then curd (he Buckingham) 
Then curd (he Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
e^hd for my (ider and her princely fonne : 

Befatisfied deare God with our true blouds. 

Which as thou knowed vuiudly mud be fpilt. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your liucsis out. 
Ritt. Come Gray, corns Vaugham, let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaues, vntill wc meete in heauen. Exeunt. 
Enter the Lords to com fell. 

Haft. My Lords at once, the caufe why w« are met. 

Is to determine oftheCoronation. 

1 n Gods name fay, when is this ray all day ? 

Buc . Areallthings fitting for that royall time? 

Bar. It is,and let but nomination. 

Etfh. T o morrow then, I gueiTe a happie time. 

Bhc. Who knowes the LordProtettors minde herein ? 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke l (his mind. 
£i.Why you my L : me thinks you (houldfooned know 
2?#r.Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours : nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 
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Lord Haft tugs, you and he areneare inloue. 

Haft.l thanke his grace, I know he louesme well: 

But for his purpofe*ufc:the Coronation 
lhaue not founcWihim,nor he deliuered 
His graces pkafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may namethettme. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giuc my voycc, 

Which I prefume he will take in good part. 

Btfh. Now in good time hcere comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Enter Glofter. 

GloMy noble L. and coutens all good morrow, 

I hauebene longa (leepe,but now 1 hope 
My abfcnce doth neglert no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Haftingr had now pronoun d you part: 

I meane your voyce for crowning ofthe King. 

C/f.Then my L. Haftings, no man might be bolder. 

His Lordfhip knowes me well,andloues me well, 

Haft.l thanke your grace. jd * 

Glo , My Lord of Elic. ‘ N 

BilhMy Lord* 

G/tf.When I was lad in Holborne, 

Ifaw good drawberriesin your garden there. 

I do befeech you fend for fome df them, 

Bifi. Igoe my Lord, 

GYa.Coufen Buckingham# word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufinelle, 

And findes the tedy gentleman Id hote, 

As he will leofe his head eregiuc content. 

His mai dei s fonne as wotfli ipfull he termes it. 

Shall loofe the royaltie of Englands throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. lie followyou. Ex. GU. 
Bar. We haue not yet tet do wne this day of triumph. 

To morrow in mine opinion is too (bone .• 

For I nay felfeam not (o well prouided. 

As elfel would be, were the day'prclonged. 

Euter the Bijhop of Else. (berries* 

Bijh. Where is my L.Proteftor,l haue fent for thefc ftraw- 

G Haft. 
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Haft . His grace lookes checrefully and fmooth to day, 
Theres fume conceitor other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow Vyithi&ch a fpirit, 

I tbinke there is ncuer a man in Chrtftendome, 

That can lcffer hide his loue or hate then he •• 

For by his face ftraight iliall you know his heart. 

Dar. Whatofhis heart perceiucyou in his face r 
By any likelihood he fliewed to day !, 

Haft. Marry, that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were, he would haue fliewneitinhisiace. 
Dar.lprzy God he bcnoc,Ifay. 

Enter (ftlofter. 

Glo . I pray you all,what do they deferue 
That doconfpiremy death with diuclliih plots 
Of damned wuchcraft,and that haue preuaild n 
Vpon my body with their hellifli charmes? . 

Haft. The tcndcrldueibeare your gracetny Lord, ‘ : 

Makes me molt forward in this noble prelence, 

Todoome the offenders whatfoeuerthey be : 

Ifay my Lord they haue deterued death. 

^4>.Then beyour eyes the witneffe of this ill, 
d’e.e how I am bewitcht,behold min&arme. 

Is like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife,that monftrous witch, 

Gonforted with that harlot ftrumpetd’Wf, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord, 
GJo.l f thou ProteRcr of this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel fl thournc of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off « itrh his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fwearc, 

Vntill 1 fee the fame, feme tec it done : 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. i Exeunt, manct 
Haft. Wo,wp, for England ,not a whit for me# Ca.rritb Haft. 
For I too fond might haue.preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boatc did race his hclrae, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcornoto flic, 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble, 

,4nd flat tied when he lookt vpon the Tower, 
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As loth to beareme to the daughter- houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieftthat ipaketome, 

I now repent I told the Purltuant, ** 

A.s tw ere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at c Pomfret bloodily were butcherd, 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour ? _ 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauie carte 
Is lightened on poore Haftingswretchid head. 

^kr.Difpatch my Lord,the Duke would be at dinners 
Make a ftiortfhrift,heiongs rofee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gfact of heauen * 
Who builds his hopes in aireofyour fairelookc*, 

Liues like adrunken Siylepdnarnaft, 

Ready with euery nod tottlmbledowne 
Into fatal! bowelsof the deepe. ~ - . - 

Come leade me to the blocke.bcare h im my head. 

They fmile at me, that Shortly Ihallbcdead. Exe*nt : 

Enter T)ttke of Glofter and. Buckingham inarntenr. 

G/#.Comccoufcn,canft thou quake & change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word, 

And then begin againe and ftopagame. 

As if thou wert deffraUght and- mad with terror. 

Buc Tut fcare not me. 
lean counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookcbacke, and prieon euery flde i 
Intending deepe fufpition,gaft!yl6okes 
Arcatmyfcruicelilceinforcedfmiles, 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagems. JSnttt Maitr* 

G/#.Here comes t he Maior. . nir* -v iv. 

Sue. Let me alohe to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
G/e.Looke to the draw bridge there, 
2?»c.Thereafonwehauefehtfor yolfc * 7 
G/u.^4f«^ouerl0oke the walles. ./<Z 

£*r.Harke,I hcareadrumme. iue^a 

G/s.Looke backe,defend thce,hweare*ncmiet. 

Sue God and outtnnncencie defend vfc 
Glo. 0,0, be quiet, it is " " r 
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Enter Cateshy with Haftings head. 

Cat . Here is the headofthat ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpeaed.Haftipgs. 

Glo.So deare 1 lou’d the man, that I mud weepe . 

I tooke him fortheplaincft harmeleire man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian s 
Looke yemy Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hifto'rie o£all her fecret thoughts .• 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with Ihew of vertne, 

That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I mean? his conuerfetion with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attaindci offufped. 

Buck,. Well, well,he v*as thepqyertft (heltred traitor 
That euer liu’d,would you haue imagined, 

Or almoft beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
We liue to tell it you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in, the counfell houfe. 

To murder roe, and my good Lord of Glocefier , 
Mayor. What,hadhefo? _ 

Glo. Whatthinkcye w;e are Turkes or InhdcJs, 

Or that we would againft thecourfe ©f Law, 

Proceed thus raftdy tpthe v jliames death, , 

But that theextreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our perfonsfafetic 
Inforft vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now fairc befall youj he deferued his death, 
jtnd you my good L. bpth, bauc well proceeded, 
To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts : . . 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Mi ficelle S hpre, 
glo . Yet had not wedetermined he Ihould die, 
Vntill your Lordfliip came to fee his death, 

Which now the lojiging hall ofthefe our friends 
Somewhat againft eurmeanuig hauepreuented, 
Becaufe my Zord,wc would liaue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake.and timeroufiy confelfe 
The manner, and the purpofeof his «fiafc*rii; 

That you might vv ell hauefigaified the lame, ‘j 
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My good Z.your graces wordihallferue. 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both , 

Rut He acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this eafe. 

Glo. And to that end wc wilhyonr Zordlhip here, 

To auoid the carping cenfurcs of the world. 

But fence you came too late of our intents. 

Yet witnClTe what we did intend, andfo my Zordadue. 

Y G/o. After, after, Coufen Bncktagham. Ex* Mam* 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all pole. 

There at your mceteft advantage of the time, 

Inferrethe baftardy of Edwards children; 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he wouldmake his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houle. 

Which by the figrie thereofwas tearmed fo. 

Moreoucr,vrge his hatefull luxurie. 

And beafliall appetite in change of lull, 

Which ftrecchedto thcirleruants,daughters,wiuc*, 

Euen where hisluftfull cye,or fauage heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey • 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perfoTr, 

Tell them, vyhen that my mother went with child. 

Of that vnfatiate Edward, t\o\Aq \ orKC, 

My Princely father then had wares in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the ilfue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Beingnothing likethe noble Duke my father* 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufc you knew my Zoi'd,me brother liues. 

2?«c.Feare not, my Zord, lie play theO aio* 

As if the golden fee for which I pleade. 

Were for my felfe. • 

G/o.Ifyou thriuewell, bring them to Baynaras Cattle, 

Where you fliallfindme well accompanied ^ vVitlr 
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With rcaerend father* and well learned Bifhops. 

B ue. About three or fourc a clockc looke to heare 
What newes Guild-hali affordeth, and tb myTord farwell, 
C/o.Nowwill Iintotakeforaepriuieordcr ( Ex. £uc, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fish t, 

Andto giue noticethatno manner of perfon 
At any time haue recourfe vnto the Princes, Exit, 

Enter a Scrtuemr with a paper inbit hand. 

This is the Indidhnent of the good Lord Haftingi, 

Which in a fet hand faircly is ingrolfd. 

That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls : 

And markehow well the fequell hangs together, 

Elcuen houreslfpcntto write it ouer, 

Foryefternightby Catesbyvtzs it brought me, 
Thcprefident was full aslong adooing. 

And yet within thefe Sue houres liued Lotd Hxftihgt 
VntaintedjVncxamined: free, at libeitic : 

Here’s a good world the while. Why who’s fo grotTc 
That fees notthis palpable deuice? 

Yet who fb blind butfayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

Whenfuch bad dealing mud be fecnc in thought. Exit. 

Enter Glocefler at one doors, Buckingham at another . 

<jlo, How now my Lord what fay the Citizens i 
Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizencs are mumme>and fpeakenotaword. 
G/a.Toucht you the baflardy o (Edwards Children l 
Buc. I did ; with the infatutegreedineffe of his defires, 
His tyranny for trifles : hisowne baflardy, 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withall I did inferre your lineament*. 

Being the right Idea of your fathet, 

Both in one forme and noblencllc of minde : 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland: 
YourDifciplineiri warrc,wifedomc in peace* 

Your bountie,vertue,fairc humilitie: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch‘t,or fleightly handled in difeourfe .* 

And when my Oratorie grew to end, , 
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] baa them that loues their Countrie*good, 
r r y,God fauedfrdWviHnglands royallKing. 

Glo.est, and did they fo ? 

Bhc. No fo God helpc me, 
gut like durobe ftatues or breathlelfe (tones, 

Gazde cace on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when lfaw, I reprehended them : 

And asktthe Mayor whatmeanes this wilfullfilcnce J 
His aniwere was,the people were not wont 
to bc fpoketoo,but by the Recorder. 

Then hewas vrgde to tell my taleagaine : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd : 
Butnothingfpeakein warrant from himfelfe.* 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne 
Atthc lower end of the hall,hurledvp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces cryed,God £aue K ing Richttd : 
i Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 

Thisgenerall applaufeand louingflioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard : 
e^nd fo brake offand came away. 

Glo. What tongueleile blocks were they, would they not 

I 2?«e. No by my troth my Lord. ( fpeake ?- 

Will not the Mayor then, and hisbfetherencome? 
Sw.Thc Mayor isheere and intend fomes feare, 

Be notfpoken withall, but with mightiefute : 
AndloofccyougetaprayeYbookcin your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

I For on that ground Rebuild a holy defiant; 

Be not eafiewonne to our requeft : 

Play themaydes partjfayno.buttakcit. 

I qio. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well for them, 

-4s] can fay nay to theeformyfclfe. 

No doubt week bring it toahappieilfue.; 
flw.You (hall fee what 1 can do.getyou vp to theleads. Ex. 
Now my Lord Mayor, 1 dance attendance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not belpoken withall. Enter Cateshj. 
Here comes his feruant :how now CVi/«£y,whatfaye3hcJ 
Cat. My Lord he doth entreate your Grace . 

To vilithirn to morrow, or next day 
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He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

5«f.Returne good Catesby to thy Zord againe, 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe delignes and matters of great moiaent. 

No lelfeimporting them then our gencrall good, 

Are come to haue (ome conference with his grace. 

Cat. lie him what you lay my Zord. Exit. 

Bite. A ha my Zord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on aleawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallyi' jgwith a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with tuo deepe Dmines : 

Not fleepingtoirgrolTehi^iuiebody, 

But praying to inrich hiswacdmulfoule, 

Happy were England, would rl is graciour prince 
Take on himlelfc thcloueraigiitit thereon, 

But fure 1 fean we fliall neusr winnehim to it. 

Ma.iM.axxy God forbid his grace Ihoulu fay vs nay. 

Enter Cates by. 

Buc. I fear e he will, how now Catesby , 

What fayes your Zord i 

Cat My Zord he wonders to what end you hauealTembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to Ipeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .* 

My Zord, he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc Soxy I am my noble coufen fliould 
Sufped me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace : Exit. Cat. 

When holy and dcuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich* and two Btjbops aloft. 

UMaior.Scc where he ftandsbetweenetwo Clergimen. 
Itoc.Two props ofvertuefor aChriftian Prince: 

To (lay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Famous 
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Famous VUuMgetuti mod gracious prince. 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft: 
yind pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale, 

* Cjlo. My Lord, there needs no luch Apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the fcruice of my God, 

Negled the vilitation of my friends .• 

But Icauing this, what isyourGraes pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which plcafcth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngoucrnd He. 

C/tf.I dofufped,! haue done fome offence, 

That feeme dilgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

But . You haue my Lord .• would it pleafeyour Grace 
c/^t our entreaties to amend that fault, 

G&.Elfe wherefore breath Iin aChriftian land? 
#»c.Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
The fupreame Seate,the T hrone maiefticall. 

The Sceptred office ofyour Anceftors, 

The lineall glory of your royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blcmifht ftocke -• 

Whileft in the mildenelfe ofyour fleepie thoughts, 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good .* 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defact with fears of infamie. 

And almofl Ihouldrcdin this fw allowing gulph 
Of blind forgctfulneire and darke obliuion .• 

Which to recouer wc hartily folicite 
Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie therof, 
Not as Proteftor,Swtcard,>S'ubftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, your owne : 

For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

\ our worfhipfull and very louing friends, 

‘ And by their vehement mitigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace. 

<jlo. I know not whither to depart in filence. 
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Or bitcrly to fpeake in your rcproofe, 
j?cft fitteth my degree or your condition ; 

Your loue deferues my thankes,but my defer* 

Vnmeri table Ihunncsyour high requeff, 

Fir ft if all ob ftacles we re cut away , 

And that my path were euen to the Crownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is Kiy pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defefts. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatncftc, 

Being a Barke to brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneffecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered : 

But God be thanked theresnoneed for me, 
u4nd much I neede to helpe you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing hoares of time. 

Will well become the feate of maieftie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him 1 lay,what you would lay on me : 

The rightand fortune of his happie ftarres. 

Which God defend that 1 Ihould wring from him* 
Buc .My Lord,this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpe&s thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too,but not by Edwards wife „• 

For fir ft he was contracted to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues,a witnefte to that vow,. 

And afterwards by fubftitutc betrothed 
To Bona, fitter to the King of France, 

Thefc both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-wainingand diltrelfed widdowc, 

Euen in the afternoone of her belt day es. 

Made prifeand purchafeofhis luftfulleye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his though*. 

To bafe dcclenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this vnlawfull bed he got, 
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This Edward , whomc our manners terme the Prince : 
jVlore bitterly could expoftulate, 

Saue that for rcuerence to fomealiue 
1 giuc a fparinglimitro my tongue : 

Then good my Lord,taketo yourroyallfclfe. 

This proffered benefit ofdignitie ! 

If not to bleffe vs and the land withalJ, 

Yet to draw ou t you r royall ft ocke. 

From the corru ption of a buling time, 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courle. 

Mat. Do good my Lord,your citizens entreat you. 

Cat.Q make them ioyfull, grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. y*las,why would you hcape thole cares on me, 

I am vnfit for ftateand dignitic : 

I doe befeech you take it not amiffc, 
lcanaot,nor 1 will aotyeeld to you. 

Buc , lfy ou refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the childe your brothers fonne, 

^fwell we k now your tenderneffe of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate reraorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And egally indeed to all eftarcs, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no, 

Your brothers fonne lhall neuer raigne our King, 

But we will plant forhe other in the throne. 

To the difgraceand downefallofyour houfe i" 

And in this refolution here weleaueyou, 

Come Citizens, zounds, He intreat no more. 

Glo.Q do not fvveare my Lord of Buckingham ♦ 
CW.Gall them againe,my Zord and accept their fute. 
t^»o.Do,good my Lord,leaft all the land doe rew it, 
G/c. Would you enforce me to a world ofcare ? 

Well, call them againe,I am not made of Hones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 
albeit againft my confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you lage grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 niuft haue patience to endure the loade. 
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Butifblackc fcandall or fo foule fact reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impoGtion, 

Your meere inforcement lliall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and Gaines thereof, 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farrc I am from the deGre thereof. 

May. God blefte your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it» 
glo. In faying fo,ycu (halibut fay the truth. 

Buc. Then 1 falute you with this kingly T itle : 

Longliue King Richard, E n glan d s royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Bmc. T o morrow will it pleafe you to be crown'd l 
G/o.fLuen when you will, Gnce you will haue it fo. 
^.Tomorrow then v\e will attend your Grace. 
<?4>.Come,let vs to our holy taskcagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt* 

Enter Queene mother, Dutchejfe of 7 orkf, Marques 
Dorfet atone dcore, DutchtffeofGloceftcr 
at another doore, 

SDut. Who meetes vs heere,my Neece ‘ Tlantagenet ? 

Qh. Sifter well met, whither away fo fall ? 

Dut. Glo , No farther then the Tower,and as I guefte, 

V pon the like deuotion as your felucs, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

^w.Kind filter thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tomer. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Licutenant.pray you by your Ieaue, 

Howfcaresthe Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by yourleauc, 

1 may notfufferyouto viftthim. 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

^w.The King ? why, w he's that ? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,I meane the Lord Protestor, 

The Lord proteift him from that Kingly title : 

Hath hefet bounds betwixt their loue and me : 

I am their mother, who ihould keepemefrom them ? 

I am their father, mother, and will fee them. 

Dut. Glo. Their AuntI am in lawjinlouc their mother; 
“ • *" Then 
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Then learenot thou. lie beare thy blame, 
ind take thy office form theeon my perill. 

Lieu.l doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me ;■ 

I am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standly. 

SmTet me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And 11c falute your Grace ofTorke, as mother 
And reucrcnt looker on, of two faire Queencs. 

Come Madam, you mu ft goe with me to Wcftminfter, 
There to be crowned ‘Richards royall Queene. 

J2h.O cutmy lacein funder, thatmy pent heart 
May haue fomc Icope co beate, or elfc 1 found 
’ With this dead liking newes. 

2 )ffr.Madam,haue comfort, how fares your Grace i 
gu. O Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftru&ion dogge theeattheheeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wiltouerftrip death, goe crofte the leas, 

And liuc with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this (laughter houfe, 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrallof Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother,wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full ofwilecare is this your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to mefonne. 

To met te you on the way and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie, by vnwife delay. 

But. Tor. O ill difpearling winde of miferic, 

0 my accurfcd wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cokatricehaft thou hatcht to the world,, 
Whofevnauoydcdeye ismurtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, 1 in allhaftewasfentfor.. 

Butch. And I in all vnwillingnefle will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 
01 golden mettall that muft round my browe, 

Wcrered hotte fteele to feare me to the brame. 

Annoy nted let me be with deadly poyfon, 
e/4hd die, ere men can fay,God fauethe Queene. 
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JgU'&s/las poorcfoule,l enuie not thy glory. 

To fecde my humor, wilh thy felfe no harme. 

< ■ Due. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When l'carfe thcblood was wellwafht from his hands. 
Which itTuedfrommy other angell husband, 

^nd that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 

O, when 1 fay ,1 lookt on Richards face, 

T his was my wiih,be thou quoth 1 accurft, 

For making tnc fo yong,fo old a widow. 

when thou wedft,lct forrow haunt thy bed, 

^nd be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 
e/4$thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curfe againe, 

Eucn info fhorta l'pace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiuc to his h©ny words, 
exfnd prou’d thefubiedsof my owne foules curfe. 

Which eucrfincehath keptmine eyes from fteepe. 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I cnioyed the golden dew of fteepe. 

But haue bene waked by histimerous dreames, 

Befides,he hates me for my father fVarwicfa 
^nd will fliortly be rid of me. 

£)u. yilas poorc foule,i pittie thy complaints. 
Dut.Glo.No morethen from my foulel mournc for yours 
r g«,Farcwell ) thou wocfull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foulc, thou takft thy leauc of it. 
Dut.Tor.Go thou to Richmond, & goodfortunc guidcthee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanduarie, good thoughts poircifethee, 

Iro my graue where peace and reft liewithme, 

Eightie old yearcs of foreow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wraskt with a wceke of teene. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowncdTBuckmg- 
ham j Catesby,mth other Nobles. 

Stand all apart.Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afcendeth his throne. 

Tws 
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Thus high by thy aduice 
And thy affiftance is I< mg^/WdTeated : 
gut (hall wee weare thefe honours for a day? 
Qrlhall they laft, and we rcioycein them ? 

Still hue they, and for euer may they laft. 
Rtn.Ri.Q Buckingham, now I doe play the touch, 
To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

/Vong Edward hues ; thinkenow what I would fay. 
Bnc.S ay on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, lfay I would be King# 
Sue. Why fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 
£/».Ha : am I King ? tis fo, but Edwardliwts. 



Rhc. True noble Prince. 

Kin. O bitterconfequence, 

That EdwardMW lhould hue true noble Prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull 
Shall I be plainc ? I wifli the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

What faieft thou /fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc. Your grace may do your pleafure. 

King. T ut, tut, thou art albyce, thy kindncftefrcczeth 
Say, haue 1 thy confent that they (hall die l 

Buc. Giue me fome breath,fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuelyfpeake herein : 

1 willrefolue your grace immediatly. 

Cat . The King is angry,fec,he bites thelip. 

Ktng. I will conuerte with iron wittedfooles, 

And vnrefpedfiue boyes, none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confidcrate eyes ; 

5ey,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpecft. 

Boy. Lord. 

King. Knowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

5tfy,MyZ,ord,l know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofc humble meanes match not his haughtie mindc. 
Gold were as good as t wen tic Orators, 

And will no doubt t.eropt |nm,to any thing* a 

King. What is his name? . * 

£7. His i^iineiny Zfftrd, is TeriilL o'.'isimi 
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King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliall betheneighbourtomy counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath i 

Enter Darby. 

How now,what newes with you ? 

Bar. My Lord, I hcare the Marquette Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond,in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby* CWf.My Lord, 

iCwjj.Rumorit abroad 
That ^nnc my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dofe : 

Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 

Whome I will marry ftraightto Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is foolifh,and I feare not him .* 

Lcoke how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giuc out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 
vfbout it, for it ftands mcmuchvpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mu ft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or clfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glalle, 

Murther her brothers,and then marry her, 

V ncertaine way of gaine,but 1 am in 
Sofarrcinblood,thatfin plucks on fin, 

Tearcs falling pittie dwels not in this eye* 

EnterTirrel. 

Is thy nameTirrcl? . _ 

Ttr. lames 7 «rrtf/,and your mou obedient lubiect. 

King. Act thou indeed ! 

TVr.Proue me ray gracious foueraigne, 

jC*»?.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttr.i my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
KinrWhy. there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft,and my fweete-fieepes difturbs, 

^re they that I would haue thee deale vpon: ; 

Tirrel,I roeane thofe baftards in the Tower, 

7*r, Let me haue open meanes to come to them, . 
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And foone lie rid you from the feare erf them. 

King. Tnou fingft fweet mufickc.Come hither Ttrrtb f 
Go by that token, rife an d lend thine care. Hewhtjfersin 

Tis no more but fo, fay, is it done bis tart « 

And I wilUoucthee, and preferrethee too. 

Ttr. T is done my gracious Lord. 

Km. Shall we heare from thee TtrreU,tt* we fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham . 

Tir, Yea my good Lord. 

Buc. My Lord, I haue confidcred in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that patte, Dor/et is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. 1 heare that newes my Lord, 

King ♦ Stanly, he is your wiues fonne: W ell looke too it. 
Buc. My Lord Iclaime your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledomc of Hcrford and the moueablcs. 

The which you promiled I (hould polfelTe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if flie conuey 
Letters toRichmond you fliall anfivere it. 

Buc. What fayes your Highneire to my iuft demand i 
King, As I remember Henry the ftxt 
Did prophefie that Richmond ihould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifli boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, 1 being by, that I ihould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promife for the Earledomc, 

King. Richmond , when laft I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtcfie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Roge-mount,atwhich name I flatted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
1 fliould not liuclong after I faw Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

King. I, whatsaclocke? 

Buck. 1 am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Ofwhatyou promifdeme- 
King. Well, but whats a clockc? 

Buc. Vpon the ftfoke often. 

1 King, 
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King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Btte. Why let it ftrike* 

Xing Becaufe that like a Iacke then keepft the Choke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Sue , Why then refolue me whether you will or no ! 

K. Tut,tut,thou troubled me,l am not in the vaine. Exit, 
Sue . Is it euenfo i rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepc contempt, made 1 him King for this? 

O let me thinke on Haftingt, and begone 
To Brecknock} while my fearcfull head is on. Exit, 

Enter Sir Francis TirreJJ. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deedis done, 

The mod arch-ad of pitteous matfacre, 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of, is 

e Digbton and Forrefl whom 1 did fubborne. 

To do this ruthfull pcece of butchery, 

Although they were fleiht villaincs.bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tendernelTcandcoropaflion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad (lories? 

Loe thus quoth Dightonhy thefc tender babes. 

T hus,thus quoth Forrefl girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes. 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

When in their fommer beautie kill each other, 

A hookc of prayers on their pillow laie, ^ 

Which once quoth iVr*0almoft chang’d my mind, 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaine flopt, 

Whilft Dtghton thus told on we fmoothered 
Themoft rcplenilhed fweetworke of nature 
That from the prime creation cucr he framdc, 

They could not fpeake,and Co I left them both* 

To bring thefetydings to the bloudy King. 

Entt r King Richard. 

AoW here he come. AW haile my foueraigne Liege. 

King. Kind Tirrill. , and I happie in thy newesi 

Tir. Ifto haue done the thing you gaue in charge 

Beget your happincfle,be;happie then. 

For it is done my Lord. ^ 
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King, But didft thou fee them dead ? 

Ttr. 1 did my Lord. 

King. And buried gentle TtrriUl 
Tir. TheChaplaine of the Tower hath buried them . 
Buchow orin what place 1 do not know. 

Km. Cometo mc7Vm7/looneat afterfupper, 

Andthou (halt tell the procetfeof their death, 

Mcauc tin., but think. how 1 may do *ce|Ood, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Itrr 

Farewell till foone. 

the fonne oip areMe hauel pcntvp clo(e, 

His daughter meanely hauel matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes oC Edward fleepe in tsdbrakamsboComc, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yon g Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer, enter Catejty. 

King. Goodnewesor bad.thatthou corned infobluntlyi 
Eat. Bad newes my Lord, AT? is fled to Richmond, 

Ja d Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is inthe field, and dill his power encreafeth. 

King. Sly with ^/>«<Wtroubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rath leuicd army: 

Come, I haue heard that fearcfull commenting, 

Islcadcn feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac t beggery* 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 

Ioue,CMereHrie, and Herald for a King. 

Come mutter men, my counfaile is my micla* 

We mutt be briefe,when traitors braue the faeW. bxium. 

Enter t Queene Mar gar etfola. 

J^u.CMar. So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death.* 

Here in chefe confines flilie haue 1 lurktj 
To watch the wayning of mine aduerfaries: 

A dire induction ami witnctTetoo^ 

And will to France, hoping the conference ^ 

^ I x 
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Will prouc as bitter, blacke aad tragically 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret,vi\\a comes hcere. 

Enter the Queenc, and the r Dutcheffe of Torke. 

.£*• Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fweets, 

It yet your gentle ioules flic m the atre, 

And be nothxtin doome perpetual^ 

Houer abouemc with your airie wings. 

And heareyour mothers lamentation* 

Jgu Mar . Houer about her, fay that right for right. 

Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

6gH. Wilt thou O God flie from fuch gentle lambes. 

And throw them in the intrailesof the Wolfe: 

When did ft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

Mar. When holy Mary died 5 and my fweet d’on* 
Dutch. Blind fight,dead life, poore mortall liuing Ghoft, 
Woes feeane, worlds lbame,graues dueby life vfurpt. 

Reft their vnreft on Englands lawtull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

C)h, O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue. 

As thou canft yceld a mclancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not reft them heete 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but 1 i 
Dut. So many miferies hauecraa’d my voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe, 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

ght. CMar. If ancient forrow be moft reucrent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

A nd let my woes frowne on the v pper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietie, 

T ell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him* 

Thou hadtt an Edre*rd,t$\ a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadfta Richard, till a. Rtc hard kild him. 

Dut, 1 had a 'Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpfttokillhim. 

Jjht.UMar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till tficW kild him- 
From forth the kcnnell of thy wombe hath crept, 
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A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That Doggc that had his teeth before hiseyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

Thatfoule defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Tliy wombe letlobfe to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright, iuft, and true difpofingGod, 

How do 1 thanke thee,that this carnall curre 
Preyeson theiffue ofhis mothers bodie. 

And makes her pue-fellow with others monc. 

Vut. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witneffe with me, 1 haue wept for thee. 

Oft, Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcuenge. 

And now 1 cloie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward he is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other £*W^dead,toquite my Edward, 

Yong Torke, he is'but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my Edward , 

And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, gray, 

Vntimely fmoothcred m their duskie graues, 

RichardyetWucs, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fadtor to buy foules, 

Andfend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, / 

Earth gapes, hels burnes, fiends roarc, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bond of life deare God I pray , 

That 1 may hue to fay the Dog is dead. 

G)x, 0 thou didft prophefle the time would edme 
That i lliould wiili forthceto helpemecurffe 

That botrcldfpider, that foulchunch-backt toad. 

Qa, Mar. I cald the then, vainc flourilb of my fortune 

lcalJtheethenpooiefliadiiow,paintedQneenc, 

The prefentationof, but what I wa'si 
The flattering index ofa direful! pageant, 

Oncheau'J a high,tobchurld downc below, 

Amother onely, mockt with two fwcct babes, 
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A figne of dignitic, a garifli flagge, \ 

To be the aime pf eucr y dangerous fhot, 

A Queene in ieaft, onely to till the fccane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 

Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who lues to thee, and cries Godfaue the Queene? 

Where be the bending Pceres that flattered thee? 

Where bethe thronging troupes that followed thee 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a rnoft diftrefled widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name: 

For Queene, a very Catife crown’d with care ; 

For one bcingfued too,one that humbly fucs : 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of w hat thou art. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud ncckc, bcares halfe my burthened yoke. 
From which, euen heere, I flip nay wearied necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell Forks wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Englifli woes, will makeme fmilc in France. 

O thou well skild in curfes, flay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Qu.Afar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and fait the day, 
Compare dead happinefte with liuing woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is: 

Bettring thy lollc makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Revoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

<9*. My wordsarcdull,0 quicken them with thine, 
Qu.Ma. Thy woes wil make them fliarp r & pierce like mine 
Why fliould calamitie be full of words? Exit 
6)u. Windie atturnies to your client woes, 

Aierie fucccedcrs of inteftateioyes, poorc 
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„ „ r »breathing orators of miferies, 

F® t hem haue lcope, though what they doc impart 
ifipenotatall, yet doe they cafe the diart.^ _ 



""" £„ur KtngRtchard marcbmg mthDruwms 
and T rumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

<Dh£ A flie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfcd wombe, 

Jrom all the (laughters wretch*that thou haft done# 

On, Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where fliould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne. 

And the dire death of my two {panes, and brothers: 
jell me thou vilhine flaue, where are my children/ 1 

ZJ«f,Thou rode, thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence ? 
.dudlittleNed Plantagcnet, his Sonne ? 

GU' Where is kind Haftings , Rmrs } yaugh4n 3 Graji 

King. A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum diummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale wemen 
Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike lfay. The trumpets 
Either be patient, and intreat me fairc, founds. 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre, 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

Dnt. >4rt thou ray fonne? 

King. Ijlthankc God, my father and your felfe. 

Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Madam I bauea touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dnt, I will be milde and gentle in my fpeecb. 

King, And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut, Art thou fo haftic, I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifli, paine and agonie. 

King. And came I not atlaft to comfort you? 

Dut. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on cart h, to makethe earth my hell : 



Dut Iffo, then be not tong-tiae,goe witr. me, 
and in the breath of bitter words, letsfmoothcr 
M V damned fonne,which thy twofonnesfmothered: 
I heare his druro,becopiou«in cxclaimes. 
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A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Techie and waiward was thy infanue. 

Thy fchoole-daies frighttull.delperate, wilde and furious: 
Thy age confirmde.proud.fubtill, bloudie, trechcrous, 
What comfortable hourc canfl thou name. 

That cucr grac't me in thy companie t 

King Faith none but Humphrey hourc, that cald your grace 

T o breaketaft once forth of my companie : 

If it be fo gratious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dut. O beare me fpeakc.for 1 fhall ncuer lee thee more, 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Dm. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror. 

Or 1 with griefe and extreameage (hall perifti, 

And neuer looke v pon thy face againc: , - 

Therefore takewith thee my molt heauiecurfe, 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the coropleat armour that tho u wear ft. 

My prayerson the aduerfc partie fight, 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe and vi&ory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end, 

Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

^.Though far more caufe,yct much lefte fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay s^rnen to all. 

King . Stay Madam, I muftfpeake a word with you. 

Ihaueno more fonnesoftheroyall blood, 
Forthee to murther, for my daughters, Richard 
They (hall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Quccncs, 
And thercforeleuell not to hit their liucs. 

King. You haue a daughter c\\d E/izabeth, 

Vertuous andfaire, royall and gratious. 

Oh, And mud (he die for this? O let her liue, 

And lie corrupt hermanncrs,ftaineherbeautic, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile ofinfamie, 

So (be may liue vnfearde from bleeding (laughter. 
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f willconfelTe Ihe was not Edwards daughter. 

1 jfrW. Wrong nother birth, (lie isof royallblood. 

9m To faue her life. He fay (he is not fo. 

King. Her life is onely fafeft in her birth. 

Oafjnd onely in thatfafety died her brothers. 

King. Locat their births good ftars were oppofite. 

Qu. No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

- King. AW vnauoy ded is the doome of deftiny. 

Oaf True,when avoyded grace makes deftiny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madani.fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As Intend more good to you and yours, ( 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong’d. 

G)h. What good is couered with thcfaceofheauen 
Tobedifcouered that can doe me good. 
Jtiw.Theaduancementofyour children mightieLady|if 
c)h, Vp to/ome fcaffold, there to loofe their heads. 

King. No to the dignitieand height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipc of this earths glory. 

Qu, Flatter my forrqwes with re port of it, ^ 

Tell me what ftate, what dignitie.what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child ofmine. 

King. Euen all 1 haue, yea and my felfe and aU, 

7/1111 withall endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thofe wrongs 

Which thou fuppofcft I haue done to thee. 

Be briefe,leaft that the procelTeof thy kindneue 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneffe doo. r 

Ki, Then know that from my (oule 1 loue thy daughter^. 
jj^My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

King. What doe you thinke? 

£u. T hat thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule, 

' So from thy (oule did ft thou loue her brothers, 

•4nd fcom my hearts loue, I doe thanke thee for it, 

Ki. Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning. 

I meane that with ray foule I loue thy daughter, 

«-4hd meane to make her Queene of England. 



K 
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gu. Szy then, who doeft thou meane (hall be her King? 
Kmg. Euen he that makes her Queene,who fliould elfei 
Oh. What thou’ 

King . I,euen 1, what thinke you or it Madam. 

gu. How canft thou woe her? 

Kmg. T hat 1 would learne of you, 

As one that were beft acquainted with her humor. 
gu. And wilt thou learne of me i 
Aw. Madam with all my heart. , 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Korkin then happily (hewillweepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometune Margaret 
Did to thy father, a handkercheffe fteept mRut/andsbhod, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble afts: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her vnckle Clarence^ 

Her Vncke Ritters, yea, and for her fake 

Madeftquickeconueiancewithhcr good Aun \Jtm* 
King. Come,come,yemockemc,this is not the ay 

To winne your daughter. 

Qh.T here is no other way, 

Vnleffe thou couldft put on fome other lhape. 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

King, lnferrefaire Snglands peace by his dunce. 

Which (he (hall purchaiewith ftilUattmgwarre. 
King. Say that the King which may command intreats, 
qI. That at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 
King. Say the fhsdlbe a highand mightieQueenc. 

£)„' To waile the title as her mother doth. 

Kmg. Say 1 wiUloue her euerlaftmgly. 

^J.But how long (ball that title euerlaft? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her ^re hues end. 

9u. But how long fairely lhaU that title laft. 

Kmg. So long as heauen and nature lengthensit. 

^5 Solong as hell and Richard* Wj 
K^g. Say I her foueraigne am her fub,c ^J° * ie ; 
£>u. But (he y our (ubie ft loaths ^ 



of Richard the Third. 

King. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Ghg. An honed tale fpeeds beft being plainely told. 

Kmg. Then in plaine tcarmes tell her my louing tale. 
gg, Plaine and not honeft is too harfli a ftile. 

King. Madam, your reaforts are too (hallow,& too quick. 
Ggu. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue. 

Harp eon it (till fhall I, till heart- firings breake. 

Kmg. Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crownc. 
£u, Prophan’d, di(honor'd,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 
j^.By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan’d, hath loft his holy honor; 

The Garter blemilht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue; 

The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly dignitie, 
i Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d 
King. Now, by the world. 

Qh. Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Kmg, My fathers death. 

Jjh. Thy felfe hath that dishonor'd. 

Kmg. Then by my felfe. 
jj)u. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King. Why,then by God. 

£ht. Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou hadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene broken,nor my brother flaine. 

Ifthou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Theltnperiall mettall circling now thy t>row. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowcs for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worme. 

King. By the time to come. 

£»< That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft, 
for 1 my felfe hauemany tcares to wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by thee patt wrong’d, 

The children liue, whole parents thou haft flaughtered, 

K t V* 
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Vngouernd youth, to wayle it with her age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd, 
Old withered plaints to waile it with their age ; 
Sweare notby time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifufed, ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. eAs I entend to profper and repent. 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Ofhoftile armes,roy felfe my felfe confound, - 
Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite, all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confiftsmy happinefle and thine. 

Without her follow es to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule, 
Sad defolation,ruine and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this : 

' It will not be auoided but by this : 

Therefore good Mot her ( 1 muft callyoufo) 

Be the atturney ofmy loue to her, 

Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene, 

' Notby deferts, but what I will deferue: 

Vrge the neceflitie and ftate of times, 

. Up not neeuifh fond in great delis 




King. I, if the Diuell tempt thee to doe good. 

9h, Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe? 

Km<r. I, if your felfes remembrance wrong your lelte. 
But thou didft kill my Children. 

Ki, But in your daughters wombe lie burie them, 
Where in that neft of ipicerie there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your recomfiture. 

Qu. Shall I.goe win my daughter to thy will? 

King, And be a happy mother by the deed. 

9u. I ooe, write to me very (hortly. a 

King. Beare her my tiueloues kilTe : farewell. Ext 

Rrentingfoole, and (hallow changing woman. Entt 

K*t. My gracious Soueraigne,onthe Wefternccoait, 
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Rideth a puiifantNauie.- To the (liore, 

Xh rong ^ ian y doubtruu hollo w-har ted friends* 

Vnarm'd, and vnrefolu’d tobeatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their ^dmirall: 

And there they hull, expefting but the aide. 

Of Buckingham to welcome them a (liore. 

King. Some light-foot friend, poft to the D. of Norfolk, e, 
Ratclfe thy felfe, or Catesby, where is he l 
fat. Heere my Lord. 

Kin. Flie to the Duke: poft thou to Salisbury , 

When thou corned there : dullvnmindfull villanie 
Why ftandft thou (till, and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat . Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I (halldeliuer him. 

King* O true, good Catesbie , bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
t^nd meet me prefently at Sahsburie. 

Rat, What is your highnelTe plcafure I lhal do at Salisbury » 
King. Why what wouldft thou doe there before I go? 
Rat. Your Highncs told me I (hould poft before. 
King*My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d 4 
How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Dar. None goodmy Lord, to plealeyou with the hearing. 
Nor none (o bad,but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou mayft tellthy tale aneerer way. 

Once more what newes ? < 

Dar, Richmondis on the Teas. 

King. There let him finke,and bethefeasonhim, . 
White liuered runnagate,wnat doth he there ! 

Dar. I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelTc, 

1%. Well fir, as you guefte,as you guelle. 

Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Ely) 

He makes for England, there toclalmethecrowne. 

King. Is the Chaircempty. ? Is thefwprdvnfwaid? 

Is the King dead? the Empire vnpolfeft? 

What heire of Torkeis there aliue but we? 

•'indYvho is England* King, but great Torkcs heire? 
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Then tell roe what doth he vpon the fea? 

Dar. Vnleffe for that my Liege, 1 cannot gueffe* 

King. Vnleffe for that, he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman come*, 

Thou wilt rcuolt, and flie to him 1 feare. 

Dar. No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

King ♦ Where is thy power then to beat him backcf 
Where are thy tenants and thy followers t 
A re they not now vpon the Wefterne fhore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their (hips. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
King.Coid friends to r Richard,wha.t do they in the North/ 
When they (hould ferue their foueraigne in the Weft. 

‘Dar. They haue not been commanded mightie foueraign, 

Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 

lie mufter vp my friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie fliall pleafe? 

King. 1,1, thou wouldft begone to ioyne with Richntind, 

I will not truft you fir. 

Dar. Moft mightie foueraigne, 

You h^ue no caufe to hold my friendthip doubtfull, 

Ineuerwasnorneuerwillbefalfe. .... 

King. Well, go mufter men; but heare you, leaue behind 
Yourfon George Stanley, looks your faith befirme: 

Or elfe,his heads affurance is but fraile. . 

Dar. So deale with him, as I prouetruetoyou. Exit. 

Enter a LMejfenger. 

(jMef. My Gratious foueraigne, now in Deuonfbtre , 

As 1 by friends am well aduertiled, 

SuWtlliam Courtney , andthe haugJjtiePrelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger . 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes. 

And euery houre more competitors. 

Flock e to their aide, and ftill their power encrealeth. 
Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord, the acmie oftne Duke of 'Buckingham. 

Htfirikethhm. 

Kmg 
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King. Out on ye Owles, nothing but Ibngs of death. 
Take that vntillyou bring me better newes. 

jtf e f Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good 
My newes is, that by hidden flood and fall ofwater, 
XheDukeof Buck^ghams utmie. is difpcrft andfcattcred, 
y^nd he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

, King. Oicryyoumercie,Ididmiftake, 

Ratcltfe reward him for the blow I gauc himi 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Mtj. Such proclamation hath been made my liege. 
Enter another Meflenger* 

(Jlfef. Sir Thomas LoueU, and Lord Marques Dorfet , 

T is (aid my Liegeare vp in armes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Brittain* Name is aifperft, Richmond in D orfetfhtrej 
Sent out a boat to aske them on the Ihore, 
lfthej*were his afliftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his partie : hemiftrutting them, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Brittaine. 

King. March on.march on,fince we are vp in armes. 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies. 

Yet to beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter (fatesbie. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed.at Milford , 
lscoldcr newes, yet they muft be told. 

Rmg. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon her®, 

A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me* 

Enter Darby, Sir Chriflophcr. 

Dar. Sir Cr.fiopher,te\\ Richmond this from me, 

That in the ftie of this moft bleudie Bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckr vp in hold, 

Iflreuoult, off goes yongGforfwhead, 

The feare of that, wit h-holds my prefeiKaidc, 
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But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chrijt. At Pembrooke, or at Hertford weft in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name refort to him? 

S. Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gtlbert Talbot) fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke , fir lames Blunt, 

Rice ap Thomas , With a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards Londonthcy doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

< Dar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him. 

Tell him,theQueene hath hardly confented 
He (lull cfpoute Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell, , Exe “* u , 

Enter Buckingham to Execution. 

Buc. W ill not King Richard let me fpeake with bim ? 

Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient, • 

Buc , Hafiings, and Edwards children, Riuers, gray , 

Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonfce Edward. 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle imuftice, 

Ifthatyourmoodiedifcontented foulcs, 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my deftruftion: 

This is All-foules day,fellowes, is it not? 

Why 1 ihen* All-foules day, is my bodiesDoomcfday: 
This is the day, that \n^\n%Edwardst\va& 

I wiftit might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein Iwilhtto rail. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted molt; 

This, this All-foulesday, to my fearefull foule, 

Is the determined refpit of my wrongest 
That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaft. 

T hus doth he force the fword of wicked men 
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To turne their points on their maifters bofome: 
j«Jow tJMargarets c urfe is fallen vpon my head, 

VVhen he quoth (he, (hall/plit thy heart with forrowj 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetede. 

Come firsjconuey me to the blocke of flume. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with dru ms and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowes in armes, and my moft louingfriends, 
Bruif’d vnderneath theyoake of tyrannie. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Hauewemarchton without impediment; 

And heerc receiue we from oar Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched,bloodie,and vfurping Boare, 

That (poil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trough. 

In your linboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this Iflc, 

N'eeretotbe towneor Leicester as welearne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march, 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends, 

Toreape the harueft of perpctuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall offlurpe warre. 

1 Lor. Euery mans confcicnce is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 Lor, He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare. 
Which in his greateft need will flirinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

True hope isfwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makesGods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

EnterK. "Richard, Nor. Ratchjfe,Catesbj, with others. 

King, Hcere pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thoufo fad? 

Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfotke , come hither; 

haue knockes,ha,muftwenot» 

Nor. Wemuft both giue and take.my gracious Lord. / 

Kmg. V p with my tent there, hecre will I lye to night, 

L But 
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But where to morrow? well all is one tor that; 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their gr-ateft number. 

King. Why, our battalion trebles that account. 

Betides, the Kings name is a tower of ftrength. 

Which they vpon theaduerfe partie want: 

Vp with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs turuey the vantage of the field, 

Gall for fome men offounddiredtion. 

Lets w ant no difcipline>make no delay. 

For Lords, to morrow is a bulie day . Exeunt 

Enter Richmond with the Lor ds. 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat, 

And by the bright tracke ofhis fierie Carre, 

Giues fignallofa goodly day to morrow: 

Where is fir William Brandon, he lliali beare my ftanderd, 
The Earle of Tembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Goodcaptaine Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 

And by the feeond houre in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goelt. 

Where is Lord Stanly, quartetd,doeft thou know? 

Blunt ♦ Vnles 1 haue miftane his colours much* 

Which well I am allur'd 1 haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich. If without perillit be poflible, 

Good captaine2?/»»f beare my goodn'ght to him, 

And giue him from me, this molt needfull fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, He vndertake it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giuc mefomelnke and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battell. 

Limit; each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength; 

Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows bufinelie. 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and co’d, 

Enter K. Richard, Nor. Ratcliffe, C atesbie. 

Zing. What is a clocke? q 
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fit. It is fix of the clocke, fullfupper time. 

King, I will not fup to night, giue me fome Inke & paper, 
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was; 

And all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege,and all things are in readinefle. 

King. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfecarefuli watch, chufetrufty Ccntinell. 

Nor. IgoemyLord. 

X<»|.Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk^. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

King. Catesbie, 

Rat. My Lord. 

King, SendoutaPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanley t regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before ,yun-rifing,leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me abowleof wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and n ot too heauy Ratcliffe, 
Rat, My Lord. , * 

King. Saweft thou the melancholy L .Northumberland* 
Ret. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much like,Cock(hut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearing vp thefouldiers. 

King So Iamfatisfied, giue me abowleof wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of fpirit, 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue: 

Stt it downe, is Inke and paper readie ? 

Bat. It is my Lord. 

HCwj-.Bid mv Guard watch.leauemee, 

Ratcliffe about the midfl of night come to my tent 
And helpe to armc me ; leaue me I fay. Exit Ratcliffe. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent. 

Var. Fortuneandvi&oriefiton thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afford, 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lawe, 

1 ell me how fares our noble mother? 
ix?* r ‘ I by attorney blelfe thee from thy mother, 
ho prates continually for Richmonds good, 

L 2 Si 
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So much for that : the filent hourcs lleale on. 

And ftakie dar kneffebreakes within the Eau, 
lnbriete, for fothefeafonbidsvsbc.- 
Prepare thy battellearely in the morning) 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
Of bloudie llrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

1 as I may , that which I would I cannot, 

With belt aduantage will deceiue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull foocke of armes; 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 

Lead being feene thy tender brother g gorge. 

Be executed in hts Fathers light. 

Far ewell,th c leilure and the tcarcfuli time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes ofloue. 

And ample enterchangeof fwee-t dilcotme. 

Which fo long hindered friends (liouM dwellvpon, 

God erne vs leifure for thefe rights of lone, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed we . 

Rich, Good Lords condud him to his regiment, 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap. 

Lead leaden (lumber peife me downe to morrow, 

When I lhould mount with wings of victory: 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Sxemu 
O thou whofe captame 1 account my kite, 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious ey e: 

put in their hands thy brufinglrons of wrath. 

That they may crufli downe with a heauie fa , 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerlanes. 

Make vs thy Miniders of chadifement, 

That wc may praile thee in the vidorM^ - 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, 

Erel let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and.waking, oh, defend roe dil . 

Enter the Ghoft of prince Ed. Son to Henry the 

GWuK.%*. L«mcf«heauicon.hyfoufc°mo'' 0 » 

Thinke how thou dabd me in my prime ofyoutn. 
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of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

Kine Henries ilTue Richmond comforts thee, 

1 ° Enter the Ghoft of Henry the fixt . 

QboftoK.Ru When I was mortality aanointed body, 

Ry thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower, and me : difpaire and die, 

Harrie thelixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

fo Rich. Vertuous and holy be thou conqueror. 

Panic that prophelied thou lliouldell be King, 

Poth comfort thee in thy deepe.liue and fiourifli. 

Enter the Ghofi of Clarence, 

Ghofi. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was waflit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guilebetrayd to death: 

Tomorrow in the batted thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelelTcfword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou ofF-fpring of the houfc of Lancaster , 

The wronged heires of Tor he do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liue and flourilb. 

Enter the ghofis of Rtmrs, Gray, Vaughan. 

Riti. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Ritters that died at pomfret ,difpaireand die. 

Gray. T hinke vpon gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 
faugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan, znd with guiltie feare 
Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

All to Ktch. Awake and thinke our wrongs in &c.bolome„ 
Will conquer him,awakeandwin the day. 

Enter the Ghofi ofL. Haftings. 

Ghofi. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody batted end thy dales. 

Thinke on Lord Haftings, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awakej 
Arme, fight and conquer forfaire EnglandsCakc. 

Enter the gkofts of twoyong Princes.' 

Gh*Jl to K.R. Dreame on thy couiinsfmoothered in the 
Let vs belaid within thybofom & Richard, Tower 

And weigh the downe toruine>fliame and death. 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To Ri, S leep c Richmond lleepe in peace, and wake in l °y?^ A 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boarcs annoy, 

Liue and beget a happy raceof Kings, 

Edwards v nhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourilh. 

Enter the Cjhosl cfffhiccne Anne his wife, 

Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neuer flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now his thy fleepewith perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thmkc on me, N 
And fall thy edgeletTe l\vord,defpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quietfoule,fleepe thou aquictfleepe, 
Dreame of luccell'e and happy vidorie, 

Thy aduerfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofl of Buckingham, 

The firft was 1 that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

Thelaft was 1 that felt thy tyrrannie, 

O, in the battellthinkeon Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinelle : 

Dreame on.dreame on,of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting defpaire,defpairingyeeld thy breath. 

T o Rich, 1 died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butchearethy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds tide. 

And Rithard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard ftarteth out ef a drcan?e, 

K , r Ric. Giuemeanotherhorfe,bind vp my wounds; 
Haue mcrcie lefu : foft 1 did but dreame. 

O coward confidence, howdoefl thou afflict me? 

The lights burneblcwjit is not dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops (land on my trembling fleih. 
What doe I feare my felfe? theres noneelfe by, 
Richard\oncs Richard, that is,I am 1: 

Is there amurtherer heere? No. Yes 1 am, 

Then flie,what‘from my felfe?great reafon why. 

Left I reuenge.What’my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alack e Iloue my felfe, wherfore/ for any good 
That my felfe haue done vnto ray felfe: 
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0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 
lamavillaine,yet 1 lye, lam not. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeake well,foole doe not flatter, 
jyjy confeience hath a thoufandfeuerall tongues. 

And eucry tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine : 

Periurie,in the higheft degree. 

Murder, fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

Allleuerall flnnes, allvfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the barrre,crying all, gtiiltie,guiltie,. 

Ilhall delpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And ifl die, no foule fliall pittie me : 

And wherfot e fhould they? lince that 1 my felfe, 

Find in my felfe,no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard, 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who isthere. ? 

Rat. Ratcliffe, my Zord,tis I ; theearely village cocke, , 
Hathtwife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King, O Ratcliffe, 1 haue dream’d a fearefull dreame, 

What chinkft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

%at. No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratcliffe 1 feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, (hadowes to night 
Haue (trooke more terror to the foue of Richard, 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand fouldier* 

Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day, come goe with me, 

Vnder our Tents lie play the ewefc -dropper. 

To hcare if any meane to fhrinke f rom me. Exeunt, 



Rater the Lords to "Richmond, 
h rds. Good morrow Richmond. 
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Rtch. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 

That you haue tanea tardie lluggard heere. 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lora? 

Ruh. Thefweetc(Hicepe,and taireft boding drcames,. 

Thateuerentredinadrowiiehead, • 

Haue 1 fince your departure had my Lords. 

Ale thought their foules,. whole bodies Richard murthcred. 
Came to my tent, and cried on vicftarie; 

I promileyou my foule is very iocund, 

Iq the remembrance of fo faire a dreame. 

How farreinto the morning is it Lords? 

Lor . Ypon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Wiiy then tis time to arme, and giue direction. 
More then I haue laid, louing country-men, (Hisjlration to 
Theleifure and inforcement of the time, ( his/onidvrt . 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God,and our goodcaule, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes, Hand before our faces, 

Richard except, thofe whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vs wftine, then him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow? truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and ahomicide. 

One raifde inbloucband one in bloud eitablilned: 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes to helpe him ; 
A baft foulc ftone,madc precious by thefoyle 
Of chaire, where he isfalfly fet. 

One that hath euer beene Gods enemies , 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iuftice ward y ou as his fouldiers: 

lfyoufwcare to puta Tyrantdowne, 

You lleepein peace, the Tyrant being flaine, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat,ihall pay your paines the hire. 

Ifyou doe fight infafegard ofyour wines, 

Yourwiues fliall welcome home the conquerors : 

Ifyou doe free your children from the fword. 

Your childrens children quits it in your age; ^ 

l ' - - 



then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduaticc y° ur ftandards draw your willingfwords 
for me, the ranfomeofniy bold attempt. 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths cold face; 
gut iflthriue,the game of my attempt, 

Jlieleaft of you fliall fliare his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint Cjeerge, Richmond, and viftorfe. 

Enter King Richard, Rat, &c. 

Kmg> Whatfaid Northumberland as touching 

Rat. That he was neuer train’d vp in armes. 

Ring. He faid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat. He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpofe. 

Ring. He was in the right, andfo indeeed it is ; 

Tell the docke there The clockeflriketh. 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunnc to day ? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. 

Ring. Then he difdaines to fliine,for by thebooke. 
He fliould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 
Ablackcday will it be tofome bodied. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Ring. The Sunnc will not be feene to day. 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 

1 would thefe deawic tcares were from the ground, 

Not fliine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmondi for the (elfe-fameheauen 



Thatfrownes on melooke fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 

King. Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horfe, 

Call v p Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power, 

1 will lead forth my fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battell fliall be ordered. 

My fore-ward ihall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and foot, 

Our Archers fliall be placed in the midft, 

Iohn Duke of Norfolk^, Thomas Earleof Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the footeand horfe, 
f hey thus directed, we will follow 
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In the maine battell,whofe puiffance on either fide 
Shall be well winged mith o«r chiefeft horfe? 

Thisjand Saint George to boote,what thinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, He(btwtth 

This found I on my tent this morning. himapeftr. 

hike] of Norfolk*, be not to bold. 

For Dickon thy ntafler u bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde as fir it to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrongarmes be our confidence, ft. ords our lawe. 
March on,ioync brauely,let vs too it pell mell, 

If not to heauen.then hand in hand to hell* Hu Oration 

What ill all 1 fay more then 1 haue inferd, to his amie. 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabonds, Rafcob and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittaines, and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloycd countrey vomits forth 
To deiperate aduentures and allur'd deftrudion. 

You {leeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,diflaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milkefope, one that ncucr in his life 
Felt (o much cold as ouer ftrooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thele ftraglers ore thefeas againe, 

La(h hence thefe ouerweeningrags o (France, 

Theft familht beggers weary of their liues. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond ex ploit. 

For want of racanes poore rats had hang d therofelues. 

If wc be conouereddet men conquer vs, 

.<4nd not theft haftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob'd and thumpt. 

And on record left them the heirs of fhame. 

Shall thefe envoy our lands, lie with our wiues? 

Rauvlli our daughters, harfce 1 heare their drum. 




Riaht Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomen 
n r aw Archers draw, your arrowes to the head. 

Spin your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Jfinaxe the welkin with your broken ftaues, 
yvhatfaies Lord Stanley y will he bring his power? 

Mef My Lordjhedoth deny to come. 

Xing. Off with his fonne Georges head* 

Nor. My Lord,the enemie is paft the marffi, 

Jftct the battaile, let George Stanley d ie. 

Xing. A thoufand hearts are great within roy bofome, 
Nuance our ftandards, fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vidorie fits on our helpes. 

^Alarum, excurfions , Enter Cates hie. 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolk*, refcew,rcfcew, 
TheKing enads more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is llaine,and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfethe day is loft. Enter Richard. 

King, tsf horfe,a horft.my Kingdome for a horft. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, jie helpeyou to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And l will ftand the hazard of the dye, 

1 thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field. 

Fine haue 1 ffainc todayinfteadof him. 

A horle, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 
AlfVWWyEMerTttcbdvd & Rtchtnond^they 
thmetrait bang founded. Enter RichmendfDeaby bearing the 
Qrovntey mth other Lords. 

•Risk. God and yourarmesbc praiftd vidottous friends. 
The day is ours the bloudtedogis dead. 

Dar. Courageous Rtchmond^dX haft thou acquit thee, 
hoe heere this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 

Haue 1 pluck t oif to grace thy b rowes withall, 

Weareit, and make much of it* 

Rieh. Great God of heauen fay ^meato all* 

M * * s': Bu* 




But tell me, is yong George Stanley ltuing? 

Dar He is my Lord 3 and lafe m Lefier Towne* 
Whither if it pleafeyou,we may now withdraw vs. 
Rich What men of name are flaincon either hdcj 
John Duke ofNerfolke , Walter Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
' Brokenbury, and firWiliiam Brandon. 

Rich. Enter their bodies, as become their births, 
proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fled, 

That in lubmiflion will returne vs, 

J iV j then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauenv ponthis faire coniunCtron, 

That long hath ftowndvpontheir enmme. 

What Traitor hcares me,andfayes not ^men 
Englandhnh longbcenc mad,and feard herfeie, 
The brother blindly (bed the brothers blood. 

The father raflily Aaughtered hisowncfon. 

The fonne C ompcld,beenc butcher to the .ire, 

A\\ this diuided T orke and Leincstter, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Rtchmord&nd Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each roy all ho , 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together. 

La let thy heires ( God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time tocomewith lmooth*fac t peace. 
With fmilmg plentie,andfaire protperous dates, 

TXte the edge ofTraitors gracious Lord, 

S£E«tta5iS3= 



FINIS. 




